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4LBUM of the FATHERS, 


No. I. 


3 Mr. Gaar. 
On tu, ſeveri Retiors loci | | 
— (nam leve—_ || 
Nativa nam certe fluentx þ 
Noun Habet, Vetereſque Sylvas; 
Vol. IV. 8 
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PR A$SENTIOREM et conſpicimus DEzuM 
Per Invias Rupes, fera per Juga 
Clivoſque præruptos, Sonantes 
Inter Aquas, Nemorumque Nociem. | 
Quim ſi Repoſtus ſub Trabe Citred th 
Fulgeret Auro, et Phidiacà Manu) 
Salve Vocanti rite, Feſſo et 
Da placidam juveni quietem. 
Quod fi Invidendis ſedibus, et frui 
Fortuna Sscrä lege ſilenti 4 
| Vetat volentem, me Reſorbens - 
f In Medios Violenta Fluctus; 
Saltem Remoto des, Pater, Angulo N 
Horas Senectæ ducere Liberass 
Tuütumque Vo Loxrnt Tünurr vf, 
Surripias, 0 oranges CURI1S. 


< | 2. G. Anglus. 
aun 21, 1741. 
« ? ® . NR o 1 1 y J 8 
* 7 7 * e I 3 , - : 1 * 
: 
* 4 
* 
* 
. 
. 5 
4 No. II. 
F : 
4. 1 *** 
1 
@ © . * þ 
C q $ 
--— 
W 4 1 
* . 4 - „ 


LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE. 2 
ea” A A —T— 


No. II. 
Mr. Brcxronp. jb a 
T Oxisons the midnight bell! 
Had toll'd each ſilent inmate from his 7 


The hour was come, to muſe or pray, OO 
Or work myſterious rites that ſhun the day! © AM 
My ſteps ſome whiſp'ring influence led LL Toe 
p to yon pine-clad mountain's gloomy head Bel 8 
| Holtow and deep the guſt did Blow, m 
And torrents daſh into the vales belowl— * 45 2 
At length the ſummit high attain d e 
A moonlight -chequer'd darkneſs round me rat 
As fearful tiirn'd my ſearching eye, | 
Glanc'd near a sHADOWY FORM, and BOO vi 
Anon before me, full it ſtood - . 

A bearded figure, pale, in penſive —__ 

Cold horror thrill'd me till it Poe, 
And accents faint, the charm- held ſilence broks : 
Long TRav'LEs, ere this region near, © 

% Say, did not whiſp'rings ſtrange arreſt thine ear 
© My SUMMONs *'twas, to bid thee come, 
Where ole the Fxiznd of aan loves to A= 


** roam Js 


EF 


„ fois, 85 Se. 
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* 9 ages paſt, this drear abode 

« To SOLITUDE I ſanttify'd, and Gop!— 

« *Twas here, by love of Wiſdom brought, 

« Her trueſt lore, $ELF-KNOWLEDGE firſt I ſought ; 

« Devoted here my worldly wealth, 

« To win my choſen ſon's IMMORTAL HEALTH !— 

« *Midft theſe black woods, and mountains ſteep— 

« *Midſt the wild horrors of yon deſert deep 

« *Midſt yawning caverns' watry dells— 

« *Midſt long ſequeſter'd iſles, and peaceful cells! 

« No paſſions, fell, diſtract the mind, 

% To SILENCE, NATURE, and HERSELF conſign'd |= 

« In theſe ſtill manſions who ſhall 'bide, | 

« Tis mine with Heav'n's appointment to Ne. 

« But hither I invite not all !— 

« Some want the will to come, and more 4 call; 

« But all, mark well my parting voice, 

Led, or by chance, neceſſity, or choice 

« (Ah! with our Gen1vs dread to ſport) 

SAR Lxssoxs here may learn of high import— 

« Know SILENCE is the Nuks E of TxuTH!|— 

© Know TEMPERANCE long retards the FLIGHT of 
« YoUTH. 

« Learn hence, how PeNITENCE and Pract 4 

4% Man's fallen race for HAPPIER WORLDS PRE 
© PARE le 


2 | u Show 


LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE, s 
momm—m_——_—_— __——_—_ _— —_——___———____ 
dc Show mild DEMEANOR, void of art, 
b And bear AMIDST THE WORLD THE man 
«© HeART!— 
& Farewell! may Bxuxo's WorDs avail,” 
He ſaid, and ſunk into the miſty dale! . 


WILLIAM BECKFORD, 
June 8, 1788. 


N No. III. 
Mr. LET TIE, 
SONNET. 


1 Seven Stars,” exclaim'd the Mir xz Stex, 

« I ſaw Sy 

& Mark yon drear deſert, with CeLesTIAaL LIoRT!“ 

His wond'ring words, th* enraptur'd BRUNO 
draw 


Soon riſe the W holy Domes to ache. 


No SHEPHERD's Da no rude, no favage ſound 
Muſt here Re11c10n's HALLOw'D ResT prophane ; 

No HUunTsMAN's STEP invade this awful round; 
"Where S1LENCE, PEACE, and MEDITATION reign, 


- 


B 3 | But 


6 LA GRANDE cHATRE USE. 
D 
But WoMaAN moſt, the lovely tempter here, 
Alarms the conſecrated breaſt with fear! 
The ParHIAN STAR, ſhone not among the ſeven! 
Ah! Braurxr's SMILE muſt never pierce the 
gloom! 
The World, its wealth, its glory, all might come, 
Nor ſteal ſo ſoon the HermiT's HearT from Hea- 
ven. 


June 8, 1778. 


J. LETTICE, 


r 


No. IV. 
The Rev. Mr. WHALLEY. 


Hart, Sacred HoRRoRs! _ ye frowning 
Woops! 
Ye Pine-clad Summits—and ye roaring FLOODS! 
STUPENDOUS Rocks, that daunt the daring Eye! 
And Lordly MounTains, menacing the Sky! 
Hail, Dazzling SNows! that on the barren brow - 
Sublimely ſit, and to the Gulf below 
Add tenfold Darkneſs! Hail, ye Mazy DRLLS! 
Where midſt her ſecret caverns Echo dwells! 
Moans with the Wind, or walks her awful round, 
From Cliff to Cliff—where Thunders rock the 
ground! 
Hail, 


LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE, 7 


Hail, all ye clouds! whoſe varying fleeces ſpread 
Refulgent glories. on the Mountain's head! 
Wreath, light their crags, or muſt ring from afar 
Your gloomy ſquadrons, threat tempeſtuous war! 
Hail, hollow ſounds ! that mutter thro' the groves, 
Whoſe midnight murmurs RAPT ATTENTION loves. 
Hail, xs TIC SHADOWS! that o'er gariſh light 
Throw your dark veils, and deeper make the night. 
Hail, every object fancy loves to trace! 

Each awful feature, and each dreadful grace 

To each and all, thrice hail! but moſt of all, 

Hail, the LONE HONOURS of yon STATELY WALL! 
Which lifts with s1LENT MAJESTY its head, 

Deep in the boſom of the ſolemn ſnade! 

Hail, BLEST ASYLUM! for the wounded mind, 
Where ev'ry earthly cail is left behind. - 

Where 6LOWING HOPE her radiant path purſues, 
And PARADISE in bright perſpective views! 

Where ARDENT. FAITH, with her aſpiring Eye, 
Spurns the baſe Earth, and ſoars in flame to Sky! 
Where CHARITY extends her healing Love, 

And, BLESSING HERE, confirms her bliſs above! 
There CONTEMPLATION fits amidſt the gloom, 
And deeply ruminates the WORLD ro COME» 
Bends o'er the precipice with ſtedfaſt eye, 
Whilſt wholly wrapt in meditations high; 
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Or, plung'd in ſhade, hangs penſive o'er the ſhrine 
Where BxuNo's ſpirit, from the realms divine, 
Watches his darling flock with guardian cafe, 
Foſters each ſigh, and gathers every tear! 

Or, midſt the midnight terrors far apart, 


Pouring in fervent pray'r the burning heart, 


Hears the SMALL VOICE amidft the ruſh of floods! 


And ſees ETERNAL LIGHT beam thro? the depth of 
woods! 


Far from the goadings of inſatiate pride; 


Each paſſion ſilenc'd, and each want ſupply'd; 
Each vain deſire extinguiſh'd in the breaſt, 


And ev'ry craving appetite at reſt. 

How BLEST, YE HOLY MEN! how bleſt to meet 
Content and Virtue in this calm retreat! 

To make your future bliſs your only care, 

And paſs your ſpotleſs hours in peace and pray'r! 
View in bright ecſtacies the bleſt abode, | 
And e'en on EarTH hold commune with your God! 
Well may ye prize your choſen lot! and well 
Diſdain a World where vice a d follies dwell 


With Rol pITY eye the thouſand cares 


To which its buſtling habitants are heirs! 
And as ye look benevolently down, 


Like ANGELs weep the $0RROWS NOT YOUR OWN. 


No. 
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No. V. 
Mr. MAINWARING. 


O Quam conveniens fratrum, Natura, Locique 
Purior hic pietas! Hic magis alma quies! 

Ceœleſtes animo cum contemplabere ſedes 
Dic mihi; —non propius, ſentis adeſſe Deum? 


J. MAINWARING, Anglus, 
(No date.) 


— 
Mr. SPENCE. 
No. VI. 


STOP now, my wand'ring thoughts 

And let REFLECTION with EXAMPLE teach 
How SOUL-FELT HAPPINESS differs 
From the vain purſuits and futile joys 
Of the great and giddy world. | 
I am A Man, born within the proſpect 
Of all the world calls happineſs on earth, 
Whoſe vain mind, ſwoPn with ſanguine hopes, 
Seem'd almoſt to graſp the wiſh'd-for goal— 
Au Now DEPRIV'D OF ALL! 

Exckss OF WORLDLY EXPECTATION was my crime! 


Dis- 


* 
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DISAPPOINTMENT my puniſhment! 

REs81GNATION is my COMFORT! 

And ſurely HERE I find a SooTHING LEs80N 

To lull the turbulent paſſions of the Soul. 

On ev'ry ſide NaTuRE diſplays an awful ſolemp 

ſcene; . | 

And Man ſeems tranquil in conſcious innocence q | 
His humble heart unſwol'n with earthly pride, 

Seeks COMFORT BUT FROM GOD! 

Sure, from a WELL-MEANING LIFE, 

To find hereafter an ETERNAL BLiss. ' 

PreTY AND BENEVOLENCE are all his thoughts, 

And all his Ways ARE Peace! 


OF. 16, 1/6. HEN RT SPENCE. 
No. VII. 
Mr. GREATHEED. 


Hit IN FULLER PRESENSE, we deſcry, 

| Mid Mountain Rocks, of trackleſs height, 

Theſe Cliffs—and ſounding Streams—this Night 
Of ſolemn Grove—a Deity! 

Than Eye of man ſhall e' er behold 

0 In living grace of Sculptur'd Gold! 

| Aug. 1783. BERTII GREATHEED. 

| k RY 1 No. 
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No. VIII. 


Mr. PaRxSsOxs. 


HENCE the loud laugh, the feſtal ſong— 
Hence, Mix r, with all thy train 

Of vacant minds, the buſtling throng, : 
The giddy and the vain! 


To other ſcenes let theſe repair, 
Where Pleaſure ſpreads her ſtores ; 

Melts to conſent the panting fair— 
The liquid ruby pours! 


Where pert PARIsiAxs, flatt'ring ſhine, 
Through modiſh raptures rove; 

The ““ petit ſouper” gaily join, 
* Or © ſpin the penſect love.” 


Or where looſe Venice, leſs refin'd, 
And earlier found to cloy, 

On the ſmooth ſea at eaſe reclin'd, 
Glides to the coarſer joy. 


* ec Filer le perfait amour,” a phraſe at Paris. 


Theſe 


12 LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE. 


Theſe have I known—But now, no more 
Thro' frolic paths I roam; 

Paths, if the loit'ring Soul explore, 
THEY LEAD ne to ITS HOME! 


So glancing ſwallows ſkim the tide, 
So lightly dip their plume; 
And when the faithleſs wave is try'd, 
Their tow'ring flight reſume. 


Hail, Awrul SHADES! which moſt revere 
The tuneful and the good! 

To VIX Tru, as to Fancy dear, 
Ye raiſe my ferious mood. 


What, tho? perchance in cloiſter'd ſcenes, 
V1ce may her form intrude, 
Polluting all the hallow'd green 
With impious orgies rude! 


Say, where beneath the tented ſky, 
Where is ſhe not a gueſt? 

In ſhades that mock Day's piercing eye, 

More piercing ſhe has reſt! 


LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE» 


But conſcious SCIENCE ſtill muſt own, 
When all was gloom around, 

Her dying embers could alone 
In CLoO1sTER'D SCENEs be found, 


Nor VikTve can inconſtant fly 
| Her beft nurſe, SOLITUDE} 
Here may ſhe prompt the holy ſigh - 
The worldly wiſh exclude! | 


While Pix rx that ſeeks the ſky, 
Firm FaiTH's ſeraphic fire, 
Sit pleading in each lifted eye, 
Each Oraiſon inſpire! 


FaTHERs, forgive this haſty verſeg 
That blots your offer'd page, 

Unſkill'd my tranſports to rehearſe 
With Gray's diviner rage. 


Of all whoſe ſtep permitted roves 
Theſe regions of delight, 

« Theſe clefted rocks, this night of groyes,” 
How few like him can write | | 


Yet 
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Yet lives:there one to whom the Muſe 
Ere dealt her feebleſt ray, 

Who ſhall, in grateful ſong, refuſe 
His nightly bed to pay. 


In his cold breaſt may Fancy die! 
No rapt' rous thouglits prevail! 

Be NATURE torpid to his eye, 
And let him tread the vale! 


June 3, 1786. N WM. PARSONS: 


EXTEMPORE LINES, 


On being rallied by two Young LADIEsõ at the THEATRES 


for heaving a Sigh atid dropping a Tear. 


To count my Sighs as they are breath'd, 
My Tears that chaſe my cheek— 
You'd deem my brows by Cypreſs wreath'd, | 

So ſad the Tale they ſpeak. 


Yet, 'tis not Sighs of Wee I heave, 
Nor, Tears of Grief I ſhed ; 

Thoſe would waft in the Marriage Eve; 
Theſe wet the Nuptial Bed. 


*Tis the ſoft wiſh of calm deſire, 
On wings of Hope fleet borne 

Not the rude breath of wild deſpair, 
Nor the deep-ſounding mourn. 


'Tis the Dew-drop of Love, that falls; 
Freſh ſhook from Venus' Bow'rs— 

Tis the, Dew-drop' of Love, that falls, 
From thence to ſweeter Flow'rs. 


2 * —_ 


_, THE WORLD, 


Jas. 26, 1789. 
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| ODE, 
On the Diflant VIEW of FRANCE 
FROM 


DOVER CLIFF. 
In che Year 1789. 


Genus or Fraxcel thy miſty ſhore 
From ALB10N's rocky verge I trace, 
As high above the billowy roar, 
I dart my view throꝰ ſubject ſpace: 
Thron'd on this cliff's embattled brow, 
I ſeem the lord of all below, 
And while my patriot paſſions boil, 
I gaze indignant on thy crouching ſoill 


Has not ald Oc xan's ruthleſs force 
Torn thee from favour'd BRITAIx's ſide? 
And here with well-dire&ted courſe 
Still rolls HE not his barrier tide? 
Yes!—his dividing waves deſign'd 
To give this leſſon to mankind— 
'Tis NATURY's voice, tis HA v'x's decree, 


BRITAIN! alone be great —alone be free.“ 


Warm'd 


ODE, FROM DOVER etrr. 


Warn'd with the ee my e dreams 
Of all the mighty deeds of old, 
When BRITAIN rous'd to martial themes 
Her MON ARCHs ſtern; her WARRIORS bold: 
I hear from off this airy ſteep 
Her thunder rattle o'er the deep, 
See in the field het fire diſplay'd, 
And mark the withering LIL v droop and fade, 


Then proudly turn my mental eye - 

On ſcenes of council - ſcenes of peace, 

Where FREEDOM lifts her voice on high, 

And bids each tyrant paſſion ceaſe. 

Illuftrious Is UBI let circling fame 
Thy juſt pre-eminence proclaim! 

In claſhing arms, in ſage debate, 

Alike ſupremely brave ſupremely great. 


Such flattering viſions ſooth my ſoul, 
- Elanc'd from this aerial height; 
No narrow bounds her range eontroul, - 
No power reſtrains her daring flight. 

Say what awakes the fac Us fire? 
The pride his towering hatints ſnſpire 

He wheels around his favourite ſtand, 

And frowns contempt on every diſtant land. 


Vor. IV. C Husn's 


18 ODE, FROM DOVER CLIFF, 
CLLLESEZIIEC_RPRICIESIESSRSISISSpemuneu—_—_—Ge——_————R— 


Hvusn'D be the haughty ftrain! a ſound 
Of maddening joy burſts on my ear! 
From ſhore to ſhore its echoes bound 
*Tis new-born FREEDOM'S voice I hear! 
Arous' d at Superſtition's death, 
In GALLIA's womb ſhe pants for breath! 
Freſh ſhouts announce the finiſh'd ftrife, 
She breaks her bands—ſhe ſprings to life! \ 


Tranſporting ſounds! they check my pride, 
My flattering viſions melt away : 
At Wiſdom's nod my vaunts ſubſide— 
I own her juſt, impartial ſway. 
From clime to clime may FREEDOM's note 
On Ocean's wavy boſom float! 
May rapid gales its ſpirit bear, 
Till every diſtant tribe the bleſſing ſhare : 


Ex LIOHTEN'D FRANCE! no more I view 
With cold contempt thy glittering coaſt— 
To active worth is honour due; 
Th'unfetter'd mind has cauſe to boaſt. 
Henceforth een BRITAIx's ſplendid name 
Can no ſuperior luſtre claim, 
Nor ſingly now ſhall dart its rays, 
But blend with thine in FxzEDoOM's ſpreading blaze. 


Enough 


. 
ODE, FROM DOVER CLIFF. 19 


Enough of war, of proud diſdain 
The ſelfiſh thought, the taunting jeſt; 
Abſurd diflinfion—preference vain, 
Be baniſh'd from the liberal breaſt! 
Ye ſwell'd the liſt of human woes! 
Ye made of FRANCE and BRITAIx foes! 
Taught each to ſcorn its neighbouring ſtate, 
And thwart its views with unremitting hate. 


Malignant $HADoOw 8—bence, away! 
Hie to ſome dark, unletter'd ſhore! 
Behold the dawn of Reaſon's day 
BRITAIN and FRANCE contend no more: 
In Freedom's cauſe from age to age 
Shall both with equal warmth engage, 
Purſue the ſame exalted plan, 
And vindicate on earth the RicaTs of Man. 


THE POOR MINSTREL. 
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o DE 
a FOR THB 
FEN YEAR; 


| By. T. WHARTON, Eſq. PorT LAUREAT- 


IK rich refulgence rob'd, the year 
Again revolves his ſwelling ſphere, 
Profufive pours bright beams around T 
On high-wrought Wixp8or's holy ground. 
Not now Time's wizard eyes behold 
A cluſter'd range of Barons botd, 
Not now, mongſt ſteeds, the buckler'd ray 
Darts, as of yore, nocturnal day, 
When EpwaRD to the tourney led 
The Knights that rival Euxor bred 
Yet ftill beneath the fretted roof, 
Where war-won banners wave aloof, 
In gorgeous garb fair dames aſpire, 
Spread with light ſweep their tiſſued trains, 
Shoot from ſoft orbs attr active fire, 
And lure to love the peopled plains. 


obi FOR THE NEW YEAR- 3 
The ſteel-clad champion's pond' rous plume, 
The ſword's gigantic ſtroke is o'er, + 


Yet nobler now is ALB1oN's alter'd doom, 
To lift the loyal lay, and B& UN$WICK'S STAR ADORE, 


II. 


Vaſt are the themes of BzxrTAain's boaſt, - 

Immortal ALFRED rul'd her coaſt, 

For RuFvs' fall a Nation's tear 

Deplor'd the.miſcreant's erring ſpear. 

Sublime was valiant Henzy's fate, 

Sublime EL1zA's fumptuous Rate, 

Nor long did Rica arD's boar-like rage { 

Defile his country's pictur'd page. I 

The two CONTENDING Ross ſhoot, 

With ſtronger hold their mingled root. 

But not alone for elder days, 

Shall flow the tide of regal praiſe: 

Our bounteous Gzoret from ills remoy'd, 

Has quench'd the flame which burnt the land, 
By richer rectitude belov d, J 
The ſubject race who wail'd their ſtroke, 
When EncLand's Sun awhile was ſet, 

Again find glory in their ſilken yoke, 

Nor tell of TupoR's line nor proud PLANTAGENET. 
C3 III. 
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III. 


Gau, of her ſceptred honour ſhorn, 


Her lacerated lilies torn, 


Vainly lifts up her wav' ring eye, 
To all-deluſive LI BERT. 
She tears her Kinc's beſt rights away, 
And madly plants her Crvic Bay; 
Each cloiſter*d nook ſhe next explores, 
And gives to DeMAGoG ues her ſhores. 
Her LETTER'D SOURCE with poiſon teems, 
Rul'd by each Rurriax's MysTIC DREAMS; 
Not thus, our Ifle's exalted hour 
Calls forth the Poet's plauſive pow'r 
To hail a Pa TRIO T MoxARch's part, 
Who opes his virtuous pattern wide, 
And ſhow'rs down wealth, and bliſs, and art, 
And glories in the public pride. 


His thunders ſhake the Eaſtern world 


Till Indus bow the baffled head, 


O'er AusTRIA's graſping realms his rage is hurbd, 
And Russ14 hears the _—_ and ſhudd ring ſhrinks 


with dread. 
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IV. 


Swift riſing from his pearly cave, 
OLD Ocxan cleaves the briny wave, 
His brows by coral wreaths compreſt, ; 
While ſedgy honours load his breaſt. 
Raptur'd he views this conqu'ring plain, 
And yields the faſces of the main, 
How chang'd! ſince erſt the Latin Lon 
Defac'd the DRulp's hallow'd hoard, 
And taught their ſcythed cars to fly, 
Scar'd at his eagle's burning eye. 
For now in ev'ry dale divine, 
Where riot Nature and the Nine, 
From heart-felt joy the Peaſant pours, 
Without one ſad inquiring groan, 
The voted portion of his ſtores, 
Glad that the leſſer ſhare's his own. 
Pleas'd with their lot, in fond ſurprize, 
The ruſtic Bands exulting ſing, 
Confeſs the wiſdom of TRapuc'd Excisx, 
And ſwell with CHarRLOTTE's worth, THE Tui. 
UMPH OF THEIR KING, +< 


THE WORLD, 
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. . 
SOLILOQUY or AMARYLLIS, 


THE QUIET SCENE. 
4 Care Selve Beate!” | 


Y x Alen G.oows and HoxzoRs bleſt! 
Ye ſoft retreats of peace and reſt} 

O! with what joy my raviſh'd eyes 
Again behold your beauties riſe!” 

And, had but Heav'N's benignant voice 
Left my own ſtation to my choice, 

Not for the fam'd Elyfan Bow'rs, 
Where conſtant ſport the roſy Hours 
And Demicops enraptur'd range, 
Your gentle ſhades would I exchange. 


HERE pleaſures glad the ſimple ſwain, 

Which crowded cities ſeek in vain, 

Where mortals oft, who gain the moſt, 
Have ſtill the ſmalleſt ſhare to. boaſt ; 
Where prone they ſink beneath th' acqueſt, 
Far leſs poſſeſſing than poſſeſt.— 

Nor riches theſe—but chains to bind 

The Sackzp FREEDOM of the mind, 


THE S$OLILOQUY OF AMARYLLIS, 44 


O! what avails, in youth's gay hours 
The boaſt of beauty's magic powers l. 
Or HoNnovuR true, or zoble BikTH, 

Or all the gifts of Hzav'N and EanrTant \ 
Here ſmiling plains and bleſt retreats, 

There, meadows deck*'d with rural fweets, 
And fertile hills with paſture crown'd, 

And flocks, more fertile, browzing round 
If, with the bleſſings Hzav's has fent, 

The dull poſſeſſor's diſcontent ? | 


HAPPY the rural Maid, whoſe waiſt 
With ſcanty robe is ſcarce embrac'd— # 
Tho? coarſe her dreſs, yet clean and white, 
And pleaſing to th attracted fight. 
Bleſt in herſelf—by Nature bleſt, 
No ſigh diſturbs her peaceful breaft— 
She in et PoverTY's bleak haunts 
Feels not its griefs, nor fears its wants, 
Nor knows the pains nor ſplendid care 
The wealthy and ambitious ſhare : 
Poſſeſsd of all content requires, | 
To damp the embers of deſires. | 
Her's are the ſtores—the happy ſtores, 
That imple NATURE round her pours: 
The milk, that filis the morning bowl, 
- Converts to © Mildneſs in her ſaul, 


| 

| 

| 

26 THE 'SOLTLOQUY OF AMARYLLIS. 
| And in each lovely look we ſee 

| The genuine ſweetneſs of the Bee. 

| The fount, irriguous as it ſtrays, 

| With cooling draught her thirſt allays— 

| 

| 


YTis this her fervid limbs receives, 
And this the juſt reſemblance gives. 


In vain, for her, acroſs the ſkies, 
Or hail or thunder-clouds ariſe— 
In ev'ry ſtate, in ev'ry form, 

Her Poverty DEF1ES the Storm, 


Amidſt the weight of mortal woes, 
| One only tender care ſhe knows, 
| . Along the vale and o'er the ſteep, 
| With paſture green ſhe feeds her ſheep; 
And with her eyes, devoid of pain, 
| She gently feeds her raptur'd ſwain. 
Not ſuch as men or angry fate 
Have deſtin'd to the bridal ſtate ; 
But whom, her ſimpleſt hopes to ſhare, 
| Kind love has granted to her pray'r. 
Beneath the myrtle's fav'rite ſhade, 
. All loſt in bliſs, and looſely laid, 
With equal warmth be darts her eye, 
With equal warmth bis looks reply: 
| Nor 
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Nor does he hide the joys he feels, 
Nor ſhe the ſecret flame conceals. 


O! Liee Divine! unvext by fears, 
Which knows not Death till Death appears ! 
Would HA v'x but hear my fond requeſt; 
Soon ſhould my ſoul with thee be bleſt. 


THE WORLD, 


Jan. 8, 1790. 


SIMON in WALES, 


TO HIS 


BROTHER SIMKIN in TOWN. 


Taro? Tarry Land, Brother, a rumour has ſpread, 
That SIMKIN, alas! muſt be certainly dead; 
From your ſilence unuſual, the rumour aroſe, 


Or from ſomething, tis likely, that nobody knows, 


Some think. you're diſguſted at loſing the poſt 


Of RECORDER to BUxkE, and his tongue-fighting 
Hoſt: | 

But I hope that my StMx1N, though B-— is unjuſt, 

Will not hold himſelf back, giving way to diſguſt; 

Though Lady D—-xc—N—n 's Recorpes elect, 

Your Verſes in Wales will be read with reſpect. 

Your Kindred and Friends all unite in beſeeching, 

That as ED—p and COLLEAGUES go on with im- 

peaching, 

Notwithſtanding your preſent official diſmiſſion, 

You will, in defiance of BurxE's prohibition, 

In the Boxes, as formerly, take up your ſtation, 

And give us the ſubſtance of every Oration. 


From 
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from your Letters, when finiſh'd, I mean to com- 

poſe | 8 1 | | 

A curious Collection of Ep——0's Bon Mets, f 
Of ideas ſublime, dreſs'd in beautiful Proſe, 

The work will be uſeful, as well as amuſing 2 

And inſtructive to Youth in the arts of abuſing. 


There's $200nD4LD; who Fr in politica 
writing, 
Who has ſuffer'd in pocket, I hear, from indiQting 3 
And to make up the loſs, in the way of his trade, 
Is ſelling the Speech that his Advocate made; 
That Speech muſt be able, concluſive and ſtrongs, 
Which could prove to a Jux the Commons were 
wrong: 
Through Tarry LaxD ERSKINE has ſpread his re- 
By this Speech, ſo I beg you will ſend it us down. 
This STOCKDALE, hereafter, ſhall publiſh my Work, 
I mean the Bon Mots of the Orator Buxk R: 
And the ſayings of CHARLEY and Jos zr are equal 
In value, and are to appear in the ſequel. 
We have Children of four, who, in high imitation 
Of the Weſtminſter Heroes, can make an Oration, 
For an hour by the clock, againſt baſe peculation. 


One 


— — —— — 
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36 sixo tn WALzs, TO His 

3 | 
One thing I have heard, but I can't think it true; 

Tf it were, it had ſurely been mention'd by you: 

AnSTROTHER; they ſay, was once HasTINGs'S 
Friend, 

And in Leadenhall-ftreet did his conduct defend; 

That conduct which now tis his pride to attack, 

And to prove to the CourrT is ſo frightfully black; 

That very ſame conduct he prov'd to be right, 

Without ſpot or blemiſh, and perfectly white. 

Oh! tell me, Dear Siu, can this poſſibly be, 

Or are Travellers idle; impoſing on me ? 

If the ſtory were grounded, I'm certain the Court 

Would think all he ſaid a mere matter of ſport : - 

All the Bigyors would pray for new light to con- 

duct *em, 


And in ANSTRUTHER's myſtical ways to inſtruct 'em. 


Lord TowN$SHEND would aſk him, if what he ex- 
preſsd ; 

That day, ſhould be conſtru'd in earneft or jeſt ? 

Lord THURLOW would think it extremely provo- 
king, | | | 

That his time ſhould be ſpent to hear ANsTRU- 
THER'S joking ; 


Unleſs he loves Muſic; and therefore rejoices 


In the harmony ſweet of the Max ACG RRS“ Voices: 

But, pray, can a Sophiſt ſo able be found 

As to prove the ſame Timber 's both rotten and 
found ? I'm 
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I'm convinc'd, on reflection, it cannot be true 
For *tis more than the wiſeſt Attorney can do: 
The man who confeſſes he once has deceiv'd, 

Has no teaſon to hope he'll again be believ'd. 


Of your giving new proofs of your Verſification 

In ANSTRUTHER's, Fox's, or EDMUND's Oration. 

The Lungs of the latter, from reſting ſo long, 

Have recover'd, no doubt, and are active and ſtrong; 

From practiſing oft in the BEN oH and the PLEAs, 

ANSTRUTHER can ſpeak with more freedom and 
eaſe ; 

The Lonxps have recover'd, tis hop'd, from their 
fears, | 

And got well of the bruiſes they had in their ears; 

Whilſt HasTINGs, grown callous from habit and uſe, 

Can bear, with more patience, reproach and abuſe. / 

I have heard ſomething elſe, which I almoſt forgot; 

*Tis improbable, therefore I credit it not; 

By his friends and his foes tis in gen'ral Sa, | | 


I ſhall finiſh this Letter with high expectation 


That Burke, as a Candidate, will be rejected, 
And never in PARLIAMENT be re- elected: | 
There was ſomething he ſaid of a PRRSON AGR RoY- 
At, 
Which is highly reſented by all that are Loyal; 
; | per- 


32 SIMON IN WALRS, TO HIS 


Perhaps the fame ſtory related by you, 
'Tis the Hun It I mean, but I hope 'tis not true. 
Oh, Sturix! foon muſt want food for your 

pen, 

If depriv'd of this beſt of Political Men; 

1 will work double tides, and his character raiſe 

By my Verſe, and the HBRALD ſhall publiſh his 

ES. cu. 

Were 1 ſuffer'd to whiſper in MajesTY's Ear, 

I could arguments bring, irreſiſtibly clear, 

That if Bvaxe utter'd language that border'd on 
Treaſon, 


*Twas when diſappointment had ſmother'd his Bees 


ſon; + 
That His MajesT v's Servants were chiefly in fault, 


Who rewarded Buxx2's merit much leſs than they 


ought; / 
For where is the man who has ſtronger pretenſion 
To a PAYMASTER's Place, or a MixtsTERR's * 
Jon? 

I have heard that he once was for ſtarving the , 

But you know that revenge is a pitiful thing ; 

Nor can we expect that ſo generous a man, 

Should follow his own ceconomical plan. 

Indeed, my Dear BroTHER, I cannot help thinking, 

"Tis our int*reſt conjointly to ſave him from ſinking, 
' By 
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By hiding his faults, and his virtues revealing— 
So forget his unkindneſs, and-ſtifle your feeling. 


eh 
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vol. Iv. 


THE 


34S TILE. 


Lo! that dread PII EI which late triumphant ſtood, 
And frown'd terrific on the neighb'ring flood, 
From which blank Terror turn'd the guarded eye, 
And the pale ſtranger paſs'd in ſilence by; 
From its proud height behold it now o'erturn'd, 
Its turrets levell'd, and its ramparts burn'd, 

The ſecrets of its dark abyſs diſclos'd, 

And the baſe marks of barb'rous Power expos'd. 
In thoſe damp, diſmal dungeons, ſee conſign'd | 
To laſting durance the benighted mind, 

Without one ray of light to cheer the gloom, 
One. ray of hope to mitigate th doom. 

Here on the mournful walls engrav'd are ſhewn, 


The ceaſeleſs plaint and unavailing moan, 


The long, ſad journal of each wretched hour, 
Till memory at laſt forgot its pow'r, 

On ſuch keen woe a kind oblivion ſhed, 

And a deep blank o'er baniſh'd reaſon ſpread.“ 


Alter the fall of the Bas T 1LE, and the riſe of a temple 
to Liberty on its ruins, then follows the characteriſtic mention 
of the leading Speakers in the AsSEMBLEE NATIONALE. 


There 


d 
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There pure CHAPELLIER's uncorrupted part, 
Steves” firm faith and RaBavud's blameleſs heart, 
BAILLI, -unmov'd in Fate's moſt trying hour, 
CLERMONT'S true worth, and TAaRrGET's magic 

pow'r ; | 
With each heroic chief who nobly roſe 
To ſtem the torrent of domeſtic foes, | 
Shall ſtand confeſt with all their various praiſe, 

And o'er the fabric ſhed their guardian rays. 
Round the fair dome let each gay image riſe, 
Each ſculptur'd grace to glad a nation's eyes, 

As marks on ev'ry free-born heart engrav'd, 

And fix'd memorials of an empire ſav'd. 

Thus, whilſt with ſudden rage the tempeſts roar, - 

And the charg'd clouds their wat'ry deluge pour, 

Rais'd by the glorious ruler of the day, 

See the rich bow its painted form diſplay, | 

And to a glad and grateful world declare, 


| The pledge and promiſe of celeſtial care. 


| THE 
SOUTHAMPTON. 
ARCHERS. 


Wars the Soss of SOUTHAMPTON unite, to re- 
3 ſtore A 
The arms that diſtinguiſh'd our Warriors of yore, 
Wreaths of ancient renown on our ARCHERS ſhall 
wait, 
And Sir Wen himſelf ſmile _—_— at her 1 270 


To this ds delight, the Immortals were given, 
APOLLo and Cuy1ip were Archers in Heaven; 
That art, Wir, and BEAUrx, muſt ever approve, 
Which was known to the Gods, both of Science and 
Love. | | 


Tho? Jove ſhook the Welkin with terrible roar, 

And Nxrruxzg's loud billows affrighted the ſhore ; 

Yet this with his trident, and that with his thunder, 

To the little blind AxchERR we're forc'd to en 
under. 


By an arrow, ACHILLES was robb'd of his life, 
A bow gain'd UL rssESs his kingdom and wife; 
: Sure 
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e 
Sure the Poets to quote, we may ne'er be afraid, 
Since to ſhoot in long bow was always their trade. 


But the annals of Truth, our own annals can ſhow— 

How EnGLanD's free Yeomen excell'd with the bow 

Nor our annals alone—FRANCE her witneſs can yield, 

From the trophies of CREssY and AGINCOY RT's 
field. 


With an arm ſtrong and manly, they bent the tough | 
yew, 

To the ſteel-pointed * the long arrow they drew, 

Unerring, and ſwift flew each death-bearing dart, 

And dy'd the Gooſe Wing i in an enemy 8 heart. 


Then fill ev'ry glaſs, and my toaſt I will = 

* May this Meeting be ſacred to Freedom and Fame; 

te Zy the ſmile of the Fair, may our efforts be crown'd, 

i And the ARCHERS OF ENGLAND be always re- 
T nown'd. 1 
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THE 
.RONDEAU. 
By Miſs H. VAUGHAN» 


Wirn trembling lips my ſuit I move, 
And fondly urge the melting theme ; 

J aſk not Paſſion, aſk not Love, 
But PiTY mingled with EsTEENM. 


Ahl give that ſoft emotion ſcope, 
For ev'ry glance muſt Love declare; 
A ſmile, a look, can kindle hope, 

Fen from the aſbes of DESTPAII. 
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LORD DER B's 
MIRACULOUS DINNER. 


Mrssizuks SHERIDAN and Bu k, 
Each as fierce as any Turk 
Vow ““. They now ſeparate for EVER.“ 
DeRByY ſteps in—and GIVES a Dinner: 
« O, Heavens! cries each repentant Sinner 
A DixxNERI then—we ſeparate—NEVER!”” 


1 — 


— 
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Can.” 
TO THE 


DINNER. 


COLONEL FITZPATRICK. 


Ir DzxBy ſtops our quarrels with a dinner— 
Egad our BLuz and Bu FF will not grow thinner, 


: LorD Duzpry himfalf. 
&« Words in the Houſe''—cried LORD —“ are caly 
« work : 
« But ſhocking ending with a Knife and Fork! 


Major NoRTH. 
Should all the SQuaDp diſpute from North to South, 
Full hard poor DtRBY's lot—to flop each mouth / 


EE . Mr. T1ICKELL. 
et The war of friends*—cries BuRkBE—“ I call /e 
« lime. | 
The beautiful is—afterwards to dine, , 
& And quench our quarrels in His Lozpsnir's 
66 wine.“ od 


ON THE 


RECIPROCAL BLANDISHMENTS 


oF | 


Mr. HAYLEY and Miſs SEWARD. 


© TickxIE me,” ſays Mr. HAY LET, 

«© TICKLE me, Miſs SEWARD, do! | 
« Depend upon't, then I'll not fail ye, 

« But, in my turn, will zcke you.“ 


To it then they fall a tictling 
SHE. „Sir, your Poems are divine!“ 
He. „ MAa'am, I'll aver it, without ſtickling, 
« You, alone, are all the NINE!“ 


SHE. © BRITAIN's Wonder/—BRITAIN'S Glory |— 
« Mr. HAYLEY, that is you!” 
He. «© MAa'am, you carry all before ye— 
« Truſt me, LiTCHFIELD's SWAN, you do!“ 


Thus theſe feeble BaxDLINGs ſquand'ring 
Each on each their laviſh rhymes, 

det the fooliſh reader wondering 
At the GExIus of the Times. 


— ———— — 
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42 ON THE RECIPROCAL, Sc. 
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So have I ſeen, great Dr, GRAHAM! 
Two frowning Porters at thy door, 
Whoſe very fierceneſs did betray 'em, 


And ſhew their want of heart the more, 


Yet have they been ſo dizen'd out, 
So ſeeming of their courage jealous, 
As to perſuade the rabble rout, 
They both were moſt TREMENDOUS FELLOWS, 


St. Jobn 3, Cambridge. 


THE WORLD, 
Feb.'15, 1790. 


F 
———  _ 


CY 


THE 
OLD QUARREL, 
on a Late uufortunate accident from a PHAETON in 
THAMES-STREET. 


P:cmirs and Cranes have quarrelld in time paſt ; 
And that their fierce diſpute ſhould ever laſt, 
| Seems to HiGu Jove moſt meet: 
So Pio Mx paſſing quietly along 
Was ſeiz'd by CRANE moſt violently ſtrong, 
And laid neck-broken in the ſtreet. 
Now, Maſter CRANs!—this was not pretty, 
| When you ſo fine and long a neck had got— 
To cruſh Poor Pix, in the City 
And ſend his little neck to pot! 


THE WORLD'S ADMIRER, 
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THE 


EFFECTS: 
or 


O0 R 4 TOR Y. 


Inſcribed to MR. ANSTRUTHER. 


Bronx th' IMdr EAchMENT—fires, however ſmall, 

Serv'd to give warmth to WESTMINSTER's great 

| Hall. | 1 * 

But AxsrRUrRHER has now ſo cool'd each Caldron, 

That coals have riſen—Five Shillings in the Chal- 
dron. 


Adelphi Wharf. SWORN METER, 


— —— 


THE WORLD, 


Feb. 20, 1790. 


CHANGE 
or 
WEATHE R. 
Dedicated to 
Mu. ANSTRUTHER. 


Wars ſtarv'd CoxrgcrioxExs, in language keen, 
Exclaim'd “ That Ic E would ne'er again be ſeen!” 
And fear'd too early SyRING's untimely breath 
Might thaw each unic d Gentleman to Death: 
GREENLAND'S dread GENIus, clad in ſnows, awoke, 
And cried-—* There ſhall be Ics!”—and ſo—An- 
STRUTHER ſpoke. 


THE WORLD, 


Feb. 22, 1790. 


SIMEKIN 


10 


SIMO V. 


Is my Letter ſhould give you leſs pleaſure and ſport 

Than ANSTRUTHER laſt Tueſday afforded the 
CourrT, | 

I expect you will take up your pen, to implore, 

That on ſubjects like theſe I will write you no more: 

But among all the virtues by Poets poſſeſs'd, 

'FiDELITY, being the rareſt, is beſt. 

I therefore ſhall ſtrictly adhere to my plan, 

And give you the words of this marvellous man, | 

With all the exactneſs I poſſibly can: 


« You remember, my Luds, when the Parliment 
clos'd, - 
« F told you the taſk which my Mafter impog'd ; 
« Some years have elaps'd ſince it fell to my lot, 
« (I remind you thereof, as you may have forgot) 
« To ſum up what proof we were able to bring, 


« As to HasTiNGs8's conduct to Rajan CRYTE 
SING: 
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461 hae to your Ludſbips, by arguments ſtrong 
« That HasTINGS was always externally wrong ; 

% And now 'tis a duty incumbent to add, 

e That his conduct was alſo internally bad; 

« But whether we view him without or within, 

« No object occurs, but the PICTURE Sin. 


The Hero went on in this manner of pleadings 
Whilſt ſome were his former antithefis reading; 
They aſk'd, if the man whom he thus reprehended, 
Were the ſame whom he formerly ee and de- 

fended ? 
And concluded at laſt, that *twas only the name 
Which miſled them to fancy the perſon the ſame : 
They ſuppoſe b Encomiaſt was ANSTRUTHER's Bro- 
ther, | 
Or inſtead of this HasTINGs, it muſt be another; 
But whilſt their identity was in debate, 
PLUMBOs0 announc'd be was GOING 70 fate; 
Then to ſtating he went, tho? I cannot tell what, 
Or if ever I knew, I remember it not; 
It was ſomething of HasTinGs's having deſtroy'd 
Six Revenue Councils, and having employ'd 
Black Agents, who follow'd his orders and rules, 
When they brought into uſe a Comm1TTEs of Tools. 
The Committee of Tools, he was free to admit, 
For the requiſite uſe, might be proper and fit: 


But 
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But becauſe they were qualify'd well for the poſt, 
They. of all people ſhould be avoided the moſt. 

He ſaid, that when HasTiNnGs had fully aboliſh'd 
All check and controul, by thus having demoliſh'd. 
The Revenue Councils, he fear'd no detection, 

But gave to the SiNGs an extenſive Collection. 


Now my Hero, with gravity ſolemn, deſcribes 

The places and times of receiving the bribes; 

And tho' HasTinGs carry'd the total amount 

Of the ſums he receiv'd to the Puglic Account, 

Yet ANSTRUTHER thinks that he meant to have 
kept it, | 

Why elſe, in God's name, did he ever accept it? 

Of this, he declar'd he had perfect conviction, 

From his Minutes containing a flat contradiction. 


&« My Lvups, I will ſhew 'tis extremely abſurd 

« To enkDir A MAN THAT DEPARTS from bis 
Worp; 

te When a Man with himſelf in diſſention aue find, 

« *Tis evidence ſtrong of a ve bad mind.” | 

Here their LoxpDshirs to each other laughingly v 
ſaid— | 

The blow which the OxaToR gave his own head, 

Had fractur'd his ſkull, if it had not been Leap: 
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Whilſt the Ladies, all renderneſs ſtar d, I ſuppoſe, 
Expecting to ſee the blood run from his noſe. 


To demonſtrate his great architectural ſenſe 
And rhetorical ſkill, he declar'd, the Defence 
Of HAS TIN Gs was built of materials unſound, 
The foundation of which he would pull to the ground. 
Having ſhewn himſelf thus an expert Rbetorician, 
He prov'd himſelf next a moſt able Logician— 
« My Lups, to your Lu pSsHI S I'm GOING 70 flat 
« But firſt I muſt beg you'll attend to the date 
c Jan'ary the twenty'th, the year Eighty-two, 
«© This Letter was written, which cannot be true; 
« The ſhip ſail'd in March, for which reaſon I ſay, 
« *T was only apparently written that day.“ 


In quotation, as well as in ſtatement of fact, 

He juſt told the LorDps, that he meant to extract 
A paſſage from HasTinGs's Letter; and next, 
He gave his own Comment inſtead of the TEXT: 

« My Lups, we have no direct proof to adduce, 
That the Money was taken for HasTinGs's uſe ; 
„ But yet, tho? the Evidence is not direct, 

« Conſtructive may ſerve to ſupply the defect: 

* On proof by Conſtruction did DoNELLAN die, 


** Then in HasTiNGs's caſe let Conſtruction apply. 
VoL. IV, E « My 


To prove himſelf very preciſe and exact, | 


30 
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« My Lvps, to your Lupsn1rs I'm coiNG to ſtate, 

4 That folk without doors are with triumph elate, 

« Becauſe DEBY SING was, on trial, acquitted 

« Of the cruelties EDMUND ſuppos'd he committed; 

„But, my LuDs, notwithſtanding that Burxe's 
« Allegation 

«© Was made, I admit, without proper foundation; 

« And tho' DERBY SIxd was but ſlightly to blame, 

« Yet HAsTINGs's guilt is preciſely the ſame ; 

4 For HasTiNGs the Government held at the time, 

« Reſponſible, therefore, for every crime: 

«© Whenever crimes riſe, or wherever crimes fall, 

& All the guilt muſt be his he ſhou'd er for 
cc all. 3, ; 


In this manner Pt.uMBos0 expended three hours, 
And aſtoniſh'd the Court by the length of his powers: 
But ſtill all his ſtating, relating, and ſhowing, 

Left me and moſt others extremely unknowing; 

Nor could we find out, in the maſs of confuſion, 

One clear allegation, one proof, or concluſion : 

And, as for my own part, with ſhame I confeſs, 

The more I attend I remember the leſs. | 

By the Judges, no doubt, he was well underſtood ; 

But to me he appeared like a Fox in a Wood, 

Where hounds, unexperienc'd, may wander about 

Whole days, without driving the animal out. 
| At 


$IMKIN TO SIMON. 51 
K——B—ZÄ—Ä—2Ä2Ä2Ä2Ä2 ZZ ———;—8—8.. 
At leaſt twenty times when the Hero repeated 
« My Lups, I have PO have prov d—1 n. 

« flated,” 
I aſk'd the By-ſtanders to tell _ was ſhown, 
But their knowledge appear d to be leſs than my 
own; 
If, therefore, my writings perplex'd and obſcure, 
*Tis an evil that does not admit of a cure. | 


In the morning, the HALL was but thinly attend- 
ed, | 
And deſerted almoſt e'er the ſtory was ended: 
Tho' HasTiNGs, as uſual, was often abus'd, 
*Twas ſo heavily done, that we were not amug'd ; 
Of courſe, I reſolv'd on poſtponing my letter, 
In hope the next day might produce ſomething better; 
But in this expectation again I was wrong, 
We had only the CLERE's monotonical Song. 
Before I quite finiſh this Letter, I'll mention 
The reaſon of Jostrn's and EDMUND's difſention— 
The latter maintains it were ſafeſt and beſt, 
That the conſcience of men ſhou'd be put to the teſt; 
Whilſt the former, a man of ideas enlarg d, 
Whoſe troubleſome conſcience has long been diſcharg'd, 
To doctrines reſtrictive can never agree, 
But would have, like his own, ev'ry conſcience go 
free: 
E 2 And 
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And tis juſt—for tho? with it hs mind be more 
right, 
Unincumber'd with conſcience, the action's more 
light; 
The hands more alert, or with Bludgeon or Spell, 
May inſinuate the Doctrines of FRANCE in rant 
MALL. 


THE WORLD, 
Feb. 23, 1790. 


Acce r 
The CRANE again! 


Tomnry Pioux, the Crane, 
Had you pitch'd on your Brain, 
To the Devil had certainly ſent ye; 
Save your Bones, my dear ToM; 
So for time that may come, 
 FgSTINA, but let it be LEN TE. 


THE WORLD, 


Feb. 24, 1790. 


DERBY's DINNER. 
A PARTY-COLOURED SONG, 


Captum te nidore ſuæ putat ille culinæ | 
Nec male conjectat: Quis enim tam nudus.—— 


JUVENALs 


In times ſo eventful, my Muſe might ſeem mad, 
If ſhe once fail'd to mark the deſigns of the Squad; 
She knows all their haunts—where they ple, drink, 
and play, 
Knows they're deeply in debt, but knows not when 
they'll pay. 
Sing tantarara, R-g-s all, &c. 


When Lord-loving EDMUND, and mob- ſtirring 
Dick, 


Of each other's politics grew mighty ſick, 


To ſettle their ſtomachs, to quiet their gall, 


Lord D— gave his treat, and ſung «© Liberty 
p « Hall.” | 


And tantarara, R-g-s all, &c. 


After 
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After dinner in ſtyle was ſerv'd up, and tis true, 
A dinner's an object to bare“ Bury and Blues ;*) 
Dick SHERRY gave dentiment—DERBY gave 
And moral decorum CHARLES kick'd out of doors. 
To ling tantarara R-g-s all, &c. 


Come MokRISs, ſaid CATILINE—give us a ſfong— 
Brother BurKre, Brother SHERRY, we're both in 
the wrong; 
So *gainſt PITT and his ſurplus let's each a ſtave 
ſing, 
To any one tune, ſaving © God ſave the King. 
Sing tantarara, R-g-s all, &c. 


STAVE BY MORRIS. 

Let the young Tory P1TT prate of ſpendings and 
ſavings, 

The country's caſh we want—but t to gratify our ra- 
vings, 

Let him drown the nation's debt, in fund pro bono 
ſinking, 

While we to drown our cares, only crave a fond for 
drinking, | 

| Bow wow wow. 
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STAVE BY DUKE oF P 
When Prime Miniſter I'm made, 
With patronage inveſted, 
« BLUE and BurF” be not afraid! 
Not one ſhall be arreſted ; 
Of mortgage, bond, and note of hand, 
The public p——- ſhall eaſe you; 
Your Creditors, by my command, 
Shall but for Orders teaze you. 


—S——_— 
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STAVE BY SHERRY. 
The P is the Sun of my table, 
His beams to me incline ; 
The Planet am I, not able 
Without his help to ſhine ; 
Then put the toaſt round to the French, Sirs, 
« Deſtruction to all KI NGL power,” 
But to PRINCEs who laugh, drink and wench, Sirs, 
May Fortune her favours e'er ſhower. 


STAVE BY CHARLES, the pious, and Diſſenter the 
| | moſt devout. 
Prieſts, Biſhops, and Deacons, might all toa man, 
Pronounce it both ſin and a libel, 
Yet were I Financier, my very firſt plan, 
Would be to tax every Bible. 
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PèNUnuruAuuuuuu r ——— —— ——— H ——— 
Epiſtle, belief, goſpel, pray' r- book and creed, - 
Doubtleſs luxuries are to the ſoul, Sir, 


Therefore, if of taxing the State ſtood in need, 
Why on them too I'd levy the toll, Sir. 


Pappy BuRxe next ſtruck up in harmonious tones, 
And Papp in Loyalty—equals Paul Jones! | 
« Mr. Chairman,” he cried, « I moſt humbly be- 


cc ſache, 
«« That inſtead of a Song—yowl 8 of a * - 


Now Dh MacreYE—BuUREE's ſenſes doth 
keep, 

Bid EDMUND to ſing, and not zalk them to ſleep; 

« SoI will,” r EDMUND, “and * too, ſub- 
« lime,” 

And faid he,“ Brother Manager—hkape me in time.” 


| AIR BY BURKE. 
«© There was a Louſe got into my Wig, 
Hic, hoc, horum, et ſublime O! 
It gave THREE SKI1Ps, and danc'd a jig, 
And mov'd in Minuet time O! 
But when the Comb, my brown Bob curl'd, 
Hic, hoc, horum, et ſublime O! 
Little Louſe from his THRONE was HURL'D, 
And cut off in his prime O!” 


STAVE 
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I'll ſooner than quit it, in blazes expire! 


eng 


STAVE BY PATRICK COURTENAY, in a big 
Paſſion. 
When Fox takes the reins in Britannia's Car, 
If I once get in place, be it Peace, be it War— 
Like the Steed in the Stall, when the Stable's on 
fire, | 


To ſing Hub-bub-boo, did-a-roo, 

Scarce am J able, 
Arrah!. Hub-bub-boo, what muſt I do? 
Not a coat to my back, not a joint on my table, 
Not a Boot for my foot, not a leg for my ſhoe. 


STAVE BY SIX GREY CooPER, firaining and 
| quavering. 
Britons are bound ſtale Debts to pay, 
The maxim needs no urging, 
By Taxes then to cleanſe away, 
Britons are ſorely purging. 
CHORUS—1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6! 


DERBY now try'd in vain, to make friends of ſworn 
foes, 


For Dicx foam'd and, look'd red—EpMuND turn'd 


up his Noſe ; 
And 
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And ſome folks ſhrewdly think, they ne'er mean to 
embrace, | 

Till EDMUND gets penſion 'd—and Dick gets @ Place. 
Sing tantarara, R-g-s all, &c. 


But our Veſſel of State is well mann'd, ſteer'd, and 
ſtor'd, 

She wants not a Blue and Buff Sailor on board; 

If the CREw man a Veſſel— that Veſſel you'll ſay, 

Shou'd be firſt that weighs anchor for Botany Bay! 


Sing tantarara, &c. 


Now the Party broke up, and then Demagogue Fox 

From his pocket produc'd packs of Cards, Dice, 
and Box; 

Flats and Sharps took the hint, all went deeply to 
play, 

And each Rook pluck'd his Pigeon before break of 
day. 


Tantarara, &c. 


ON A 


GREAT COMIC ACTRESS. 


Tar two ſhort Lines may all the praiſes tell 
Of One—who is, and muſt, and ſhall be—well: 
*Tis thus—HUMovuR and comic TRUTH, 
AciLiITY and—-EVERLASTING Youth! 


A FREE-HOLDER OF ABINGTON, 


THE WORLD, 
Feb. 26, 1790. 


SIMON. 


Dax S1noN, it needs muſt afflict you to know 

That the MANAGER's Box is deſerted by Jos ; 

But, by way of affording you ſome conſolation, 

"Tis ſuppos'd that he means to compoſe an oration, 

To deliver in perſon, not many months hence, 

In the Houss of St. STEPHEN, in WARREN's De- 
fence— 

And prove that the Party by BURK&E was miſled— 

He will contradict all that he formerly faid. 

He'll affirm the DerenDanT's of virtue a pattern, 

And the BRN of Ovp; a deteſtable ſlattern; ; 

For on this fide or that Jos EH enters the liſt, 

And partners are chang'd, like a rubber of whift. 

But now your attention once more I recall, 

To the Manacrers Battles in WESTMINSTER 
HALL— 

PLUMBOS0, alas! indeſcribably dull, 

On Tueſday ſaid nothing for S1Mx1N to cull, 

And, indeed, *tis a point of incertitude, whether 

The Cour had not loſt all the Ladies together, 

7 If 
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If EpMuNnD, Great EDMUND! who always attends, 
Had not made us, on Thurſday, ſome little amends, 
But now, in diſcharge of my truſt as REcorDpeR, 

The Proceedings of Thurſday I'll give you in order. 


Prunzoso addreſs'd himſelf thus to the Peers— 
« My Luds, I ſhall ſtate, in tbe courſe of three years, 
c All the Revenues which in Benc aL were collected, 
% Amounted to leſs than what HasTinGs expected: 

& In the three former years I ſhall ſhew an exceſs, 

« Whilſt the following three were productive of 

| « leſs.“ 5 

Twere needleſs the Evidence here to rehearſe— 

Tis ſufficient to ſay—that it prov'd the reverſe. 

PLuMB080 next ſaid—He was ready and willing 

To prove Goo Govind a terrible villain; 

And, this to effect, he proceeded to quote 

A Letter, which Larxixs from Ix DIA wrote 

It ſtated that Goonca's detention of treaſure, 

In HasTINGs's mind had excited diſpleaſure ; 

Then the Hero, from HasTiNGs, a document 
- brought; | | 

To ſhew Goonca Govind was never in fault. 

At the moment, it ſtruck me, that this accuſation 

Was brought againſt HasTiNGs, in retaliation 

For ScoTT's charging PLUMMY: with like varia- 

tion. | | 
Per- 
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Perhaps, in your ſnarling ſarcaſtical way, 
On the reading of this, you'll be tempted to fay— 
That Larxins and HasTINGs, like Calvin and Lu- 
ther, 
Are perſons diſtinct, but that PLUMB and AnvsTRU- 
THER 
Are one and the ſame—and *tis thence more abſurd, 
In PLUMMY to vary from ANSTRUTHER's word. 


Having thus prov'd that GoonGa was my to 
blame, 
He would prove KELLORAM was preciſely the fame— 
An unprincipled fellow, (perhaps a Diſſenter,) 
And therefore unfit for a Company's Renter. 
This Charadier- cutting awaken'd the feeling 
Of the ſoft-hearted Law, who is clever at healing, 
He mov'd—““ That the MAanaGERs might not en- 
« large 
« On matter which could not be found in the 
« Charge.” 
Here the buſineſs appear'd to be ill underſtood, 
For tho' Law could not find it, the MAanactrs 
cou'd : | 
For Chara#er-cutting PLluuzoso contended 
And declar'd, upon that the whole Trial depended— 
For my Luds, to your Ludſbips unleſs we can ſtate 
4% That HAasTIiNGs's Renters were villains complete, 
| That 


— Ä r — 


64 SIMKIN ro SIMON, 


Bà3æ:̃———8—— — — 


bo. That his motives were bad beyond all contradic- 


„ tion, | 
« We fhall never be able to carry conviction.”? 


Here BuRKxe, ſpringing up, a compariſon drew 
From the Merchant of VENICE and SHYLOCK the 
S ee. 

In language pathetic the Leader complain'd, 
That in cutting of HasTINGs his hands is reſtrain'd: 


* My Lords, on reflection it needs muſt be found, 


That the Counſel have taken untenable ground 

& From the body of HasTiNGs ſuppoſe it be true, + 

« That but one pound of fleſh is the MAN AC ERS | 
cc due, > 

« Yet we hope that 8 88 Lordſhips will let us take 
ce two. — 

« In criminal caſes, except only this 

In preciſion, perhaps, there is nothing amiſs; 

« But the cutting of HasTiNGs and ing his 
« biood, 

For the cure of extortion 's a recipe good. 

« So we truſt that your LoxDsnies will not bid us 
« ſtop, 

« But-let us proceed till we ſpill the laſt drop. 

% My Logs, to the Proverb whoever attends, 

* Muſt know that a chain has a couple of ends; 

100 | t And 
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And that, by experience, tis conſtantly found, 

That the perſon who binds, is in vinculo bound: 

« That is, whoſoever brings forth accuſation, 

« Is bound to eſtabliſh his own allegation. 

« My LosDs, in the cauſe we are hearty and ſteady, 

« And to prove all we ſay are both willing and ready; 

« And do it we ſhall, by God's bleſſing and gift, 

If your Honour and Juſtice will lend us a lift: 

« Your LorDsniPs, I think, muſt undoubtedly 
«© know, 

« How much we are hated above and below : 

« If HAsTINGs hereafter acquitted ſhould be, 

« Pray what muſt become of my colleagues and me ? 

«© Your LORD$SHIPS ſhould, therefore, in commiſe- 
&« ration 

« Of our dangers, indulge us in ſtrong aggravation.” 


And J think, my dear BROTHER, as moſt people 
muſt, 
'Twere better that HasTINGs, by ſentence unjuſt, 
Shou'd ſuffer for crimes that he newer committed, 
Than BoRkx be diſgrac'd by his being acquitted : - 
But Law, who, perhaps, never made this reflec- 
SE 
Or weakly ſuppoſes a Lawyer's protection 
Is due to the Client, renew'd his objection. 
Vol. IV. F 
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So the LorDs were in conſequence forc'd to retreat, 
And on KELLORAM's Character held a debate. 


They return'd—and the MANAGER8 then were 
acquainted, 
That KELLORAM'S character muſt not be tainted : 
But EDMUND, much hurt by their LoRDSRHirs de- 
ciſion, 0 
Made a comment or two, in the way of reviſion :— 


« The CoMMONs, my Loss, do but ill under- 
« ſtand 
« The technical forms of the Law of the land; 
« And as few of us here are profeſſional men, 
« We a latitude claim for the tongue and the pen; 
« And not being bred in LEGALITY's Schools, 
« We ſet at defiance all ſhackles and rules: 
« We are privileg'd men, and the Guardians of 
« Freedom, 
„ And liberties take whenſoever we need 'em. 
% My LoRDs, there muſt follow a conſequence bad, 
« If the MANAGERS are not permitted to add 
«© New matter at pleaſure, without going back 
« To St. STEPHEN's for licence to change the attack. 
« From the Chapel new Charges, 'tis true, we may 
« bring, 
« And give the * Story about DRY Sind: 
% But. 
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te But I wiſh not; my Loxps; to put this to the 
cc proof, 
« Left the Commons ſbou'd ſay, ve have voted enough. 
« My LorDs, your deciſion, tho? ill underſtood, 
& Was made, without doubt, on a principal good: 
« A PRISONER, you think, ſhou'd be tenderly us'd, 
« And anſwer that only of which he's accus'd; 
But HasTINGs, my Lok p, has long ſince been 
« acquainted; ; 
“That we thought KELLORAM deſerv'd not to be 
« fainted— 
c Beſides, ſhould the COMMONERS articles din 
* According to rules; and the cuſtoms of Law, 
« I maintain it would be an iniquitous breach 
« Of privilege, granted to thoſe who IMT EAA 
«« But, my LorDs, it would make all the MANA- 
«© GERS glad, 
© To prove KELLORAM bore a character bad.“ 


All this, notwithſtanding, the CourT ne'er ex- 
preſt | 

The leaſt inclination to grant his requeſt ; 
This failing, PLUMBos0 more artfully try'd 
To bring in his proof on the oppoſite ſide: 
But HasTinNGs's Counſel the danger foreſaw, 
And the door was cloſe barr'd by the vigilant Law. 
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6$ SIMKIN TO SIMON, 


Then BurxE wou'd have proy'd, had the Lorns 
not refus'd him, 

That HasTiNGs's Libellers daily abus'd bim; 

And what he conceiv'd a more dangerous thing, 

Was, their knowing the proof he intended to bring: 

But Law, who on EpMunD till fixes his eye, 

Begg'd to know to what Article this could apply: 

In a few minutes after their LoxDsa1Ps adjourn'd, 

And the MAaNaGExs all to St, STEpHEN's return'd. 


One thing, my dear BROTHER, I have to remark, 
Upon ſomething I lately was told by a CLERE: 
CHARLES faid to the CHANCELLOR, not a week 
back, 
That in five or ſix days they wou'd end the attack. 
I was frighten'd at this, and inclin'd to ſuppoſe, 
That in leſs than a twelvemonth the TRIAL would, 
. cloſe; 
But now I'm convinc'd that my Curze will endea- 
333 
To make the IMPEACHMENT continue for EVER 
And I hope that the Loks his endeayours will 
bleſs, 
And grant him, in all things, the wiſh'd-for ſucceſs. 
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To 
OLIVIA. 


« Ob? may theſe Lines the Name I hide impart, 
« And point their Author to her conſcious Heart.” 


T ov ſoft Inſpirer of each anxious pain, 

Oh! teach me to endure thy cold diſdain : 

The fights of FRIENDSHIP I might learn to bear, 
But thoſe of Love are nouriſh'd by Deſpair: 
When hopeleſs paſſion guides the poiſon'd dart, 
That deeply rankles in the youthful heart, 

No lenient balm in time or change is found, 
The ſhaft extracted does not cure the wound.” 
Mult I, unpity'd, all the ſorrows prove, 

That torture Conſtancy, or ſadden Love? 

The dream of Hope, that prompts the riſing Sigh ; 
Th'impaſſion'd Tears that fills the ſwimming Eye; 
The tranſient Glow, that mantles o'er the Cheek ; 
The ſoften'd Rapture, language cannot ſpeak ; 
The anxious Fear, in ev'ry look expreſt; 

The ſilent conflicts of an aching Breaſt— 

Muſt never more my ardent paſſion prove, 

Or mark the fervour of my artleſs Love? 
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70 TO OLIYVIA. 


No more in fond illuſion paſs the day, 

And gazing on Thee, ſigh my Soul away; 
While on my ſoften'd heart I fondly trace, 
The magic ſweetneſs of that heavenly Face. 
Muſt I no more that gentle influence prove? 
Ah! No, OLtivia ſcorns my profferr d Love: 
From cold Deſpair the lovely VISION flies, 

Child by whoſe icy band feveet FANCY dies: 

The fond confeſſion of my anxious pain 

You heard with ſcorn and anſwer'd with diſdain ; 
Tho? great th offence, no other force employ, | 
For cold neglect th' offender will deſtroy. 
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OLIVIA's 


PICTURE. 


Iurzxrrcr image of the maid I love, 
Dear ſilent witneſs of my anxious pain; 
To Tat I ſigh, for thou wilt not reprove, 
Nor chill my riſing hopes with cold diſdain, 


Come, lov'd companion of my lonely hour, 
Thou ſoft beguiler of my falling tears ; 

Come, faint reſemblance, prove OLtvia's power, 
Charm my fond doubts, and diſſipate my fears. 


How oft when cold neglect has wrung my heart, 
And eyes averted—bid me hope no more, 

This lovely PokTRAIT has, with magic art, 
Awaken'd Hope, and bade me ſtill adore, 
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TO OLIVIA'S PICTURE. 


But ſince OL1v1a never muſt be mine, 

Since my fond ſighs can ne'er her pity move, 
With life alone, this treaſure I'll reſign, 

Sad valud reli of ſucceſsful Love! 
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SECLUSION. 
Adapted to the tender Adagio of che memorable D. RI z 10. 
We 2 {Roflin Caftle.) 


O, Far from Fox ruxx's tinſel ſtate, 

And all the joys on wealth that wait, 
Ye guardian powers! my lot aſſign! 

But give me, in ſome humbler ſhade, 

To claſp ſome fond confenting maid, 
And call domeſtic pleaſures mine. 


*T was thus, to Heaven's paternal care, 
I breatt'd my unambitions prayer, | 
And, proſtrate, ſought a doom benign. 
I fought—and, lo! th'aſſenting ſkies, 
Bade thee, my JULIA, inſtant riſe, 
And make domeſtic pleaſures mine. 


And now your inſect wings, YE GAY! 
Ye flutterers thro? life's little day; 
Expand—and boaſt your gaudy ſhine : 
'Tis all in vain—l aſk no more | 
In her I view an ample ſtore 
Of dear domeſtic pleaſures mine. 


<— 
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WILLIAM Hop GEs, Esd. 


On viewing his PicTuRE, 
TAKEN FROM THE 


| MERCHANT of VENICE. 


Waite, like thi Empyrean bird, that doom'd no 
more _ 

Through floods of light and trackleſs ſuns to ſoar, 

Clipt the broad ſplendour of his warrior plume, 

Groans the proud boaſt of ſome Imperial dome; 

While thus bright Genivs, in a venal age, 

Checks her full flight and ſhews her half her rage, 

Condemn'd to trace the ſcene ſhe muſt deride— 

The penſion'd Laureat of faſtidious pride 

*Tis thine, unequall'd ART1ST, it is thine 

To raiſe her form, and ſhield her in decline, 

To ſnatch her ſinking in the graſp of death, 

And lift her laurels from his withering breath. 

Yet who can view thy hand and gen'rous beart 

Still nobly ſtruggling for the nobleſt art, 

Unbrib'd with wealth, undaunted by the ſtorm, 

Still ſearching NATURE through her varying form; 


Nor 
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Nor bluſh to think how coming years will name 
Thy long arrears of unrewarded fame. 

While the vain Portrait, with uſurping pow'r, 
Boaſts her poor-triumphs of the fleeting hour, 

Thy labours, built on ſubjects more ſublime, 
Shall claim cotemporary reign with Time | 
Shall, like the BAR D, whoſe unexhauſted page 
Directs thy pencil and attracts thy rage, 

Tho* manners change, tho? ſhifting faſhions roll, 
Through unborn ages ſtill command the ſoul. 
Could HE now quit that lyre, on earth admir'd, 
Which Seraphs found no change in Heaw'n requir'd, 
How would he, ſmiling, gently by thee ſtand, 
And wait each fair creation of thine hand ; 

At every ſtroke, rejoic'd, would clap his plumes, 
Where all the Poetry of Painting blooms ; 
Where every touch converſes with the heart, 

As NATURE varied, yet correct as ART ; 

How would he own, with eloquence divine, 

His faireft comment in thy glowing line; 

How would he feel each breathing beauty ſprung, 
That aſk a ſecond SHAKSPERE to be ſung. 
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PHILAN DER. 


Wuew ſſtill, and mould'ring into duſt, ſhall lie 


The throbbing inmate of this troubled breaſt, 


The lov'd deſtroyer of its peace may ſigh! 
Perhaps may grieve, that ſhe denied it reſt. 


Ah, no!l—if, conſcious of the fondeſt pray'r 

That ever iſſu'd with expiring love, 

Heav'n makes unblemiſh'd innocence its care, 
No pang ſhall reach her, and no ſorrow move. 


Not e'en remembrance, if remembrance give 

A grief to what is purity refin'd, 

Shall in the mazes of reflection live, 
Or dare to treſpaſs on her angel mind. 


' 


One ſigh, to mingle with my parting breath, 
One tranſient ſigh may lend ; | 
'The coldeſt boſom will be touch'd by death, 


And feel for nature when her charms muſt end. 


/ 


Nor 
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Nor let the vain that throbbing pulſe deſpiſe, 
Which ſwells to grief and melancholy woe; 

A rapture glimmers on affliction's ſighs, 
Which truth alone and ſympathy can know. 


Yet far from tbee— 


remove 
Each thought that points thee to Philander's tomb; 

All joy be thine!—and ſhould'ſt thou deign to love, 

Een o'er the Cypreſs may the Myrtle bloom. 


„ 
. E 


POOR TOM; 
OR 


THE SAILOR“, Nr 


as, a ſheer hulk; lies poor Ton Bowlinc, 
The darling of our crew, 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For Death has broach'd him too. 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft; 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he's gone aloft. 


Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo true; 

His friends were many and true hearted, 
His PoLL was tender too. 

And then he'd ſing ſo blithe and jolly— 
Ah! many 's the time and oft; 

But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Ton is gone aloft. 


j 
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Yet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 
When H, who all commands, 

Shall give, to call life's crew together, 
The word to pipe all hands. 

Thus Death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
Tom's life has vainly doff'd ; 

For though his body's under hatches, 
His ſoul is gone aloft. 


— 
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SIR PAUL 


*. 


AND THE 


SHAVER. 


Six Paul, a gaunt old Sinner, went one day 
| To Barker's Shop, to take his beard away; 
But ſcarcely was he ſeated in his place, 
When, © Zounds!” ſaid STRAP, “ the Muſcles of 
X « your face | : 
« Are all ſo lank, irregular, and weak, 
4 So like, mong Catholics, a poor Lay-mumper, 
« I muſt inſert my thumb, by way of plumper, 
To mow the ſtubble from your HonouR's cheek |”? 


If the great WoRLD knew not, my pliant Muſe 
Should tell that World, how Barbers deal in news; 
And honeſt STRAP, who like the reſt 
Was fond of PoLiTics, and eke a jeſt, 

About “the Vigs and Tories” *gan to prate, 

And poor BRITANNIA's ſtate— 

When, lo! his Razor ſlipp'd, and made a leak, 

From whence the writhing KnicaT's warm blood 
ran out | 


In ſtreams, like water guſhing from a ſpout! 
| With 


SIR PAUL AND THE SHAVER, 


With terror, STRAP remain'd three moments dumb 

As Paul roar'd out, « You dog! you've ſlaſh d my 
« cheek!” | {TH 4 

« Oh, curſe YOUR cheek!” ſaid STRAP, © Poe cut 

« MY thumb!” | 

QI. 


Vol. IV. 
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K PIGRANM. 
Wonxx, they tell us, have ſtrange ways, 
So HARRIET pin'd for ſtiffen'd Stays 
Till hopeleſs grown, and in the dumps, 
For want of Stays—ſhe took to Jumps. 
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eget 


To 


OLIVIA. 


FaxeweLL, OIVIAI-ñůi will learn to bear 

The keen envenom'd arrow of deſpair; _ 

Deep in my heart I buried thy lov'd name, 

Nor een in ſighs betray'd the conſcious flame. 

Tho? oft unſeen, on HER I (till adore; : 

Long have I gaz'd, and gazing lov d the more: 

For ſoon thoſe eyes my youthful boſom charm'd, 

Whoſe brightneſs . dazzled, but whoſe mildneſs 
warm'd: 

So ſoft. the language which they ſeem'd t' impart, 

The gentle poiſon ſtole into my heart ; 

Where nurs'd by Fax cv, fond deluſive maid! 

Hor E, on my boforn, all her roſes ſhed. 

| Sauer, tranſient joys! for early were they doom dd 

To wither on that breaſt, were late they bloom d. 

But when I found the fond illuſion o'er, 

That ſmiling Hope muſt charm my fears no more; 

No more, feweet Syren! ev'ry ſenſe employ, 

Nor from ſome latent ſpark rekindle joy ; 

Deep in my youthful boſom ſunk the dart, 

Chilling the crimſon tides that warm my heart.— 

G 2 But 
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But leſt theſe tears, to her I love reveal 
The hopeleſs paſſion I muſt ſtill conceal, 
To ſome long vale Pll bend my filent way, 

And as thro? pathleſs wilds, unknown I ſtray, 

The bleak night-wwinds ſhall ſnatch my unbound hair, 
And my pale cheek ſhall mark my deep deſpair; 
In the damp air my ſighs ſhall die away, 

No babbling echo to prolong their ſtay! 
—Baniſh'd by Thee, I'll brave the Winter's rage, 
Still journeying on, my anguiſh to aſſuage, 

On that high cliff, I now behold from far, 
Whole nights I'Il fit and watch the Evening vs 
Till the ſoft gales of gentle morn ariſe, 

And on their downy pinions bear my ſighs 
Thro' the lone vale, and o'er the ſilent plain, 
Swelling the meaſures of my penſive ſtrain.— 
Should the wild notes e'er meet a liſt'ning ear, 
And Pir v prompt the ſympathizing tear, 

Oh! let the ſoften'd heart, and ſwimming eye, 
Pay the ſad tribute of a paſling ſigh. 


* — 
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MY 


OPINION. 


Tus Laurel, they ſay, two effects doth produce 
In its Bough there is Honour; and death in its 
Juice ; 

Since CIB BER has brought then, its Honour ſo low, 
He ſhould taſte of its Juice for diſgracing the Bough. 
4 
| c. 
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err 


TO THE 


DUCHESS 


| DORSET, 
On her ſpending ſome Time at KxoWLE. 


Wars o'erthe mazeof PLeasuRs's fairy ground, 
Fas$HzoN's light vot'ries run their giddy round; 
Each varying form of fleeting joy purſue, 

Which flies the touch, and mocks the cheated view; 
To fairer objects turn d her poliſh'd mind, 

See ARABELLA leave the throng behind, 

And in the ſhade of KN OwILE's Elyſian Bow'rs, 
To life's beſt purpoſe give the gliding hours. 


In youth's gay ſpring, when Nature's bounteous 
hand | 

Waves o'er each ſmiling ſcene her magic wand ; 
O'er ev'ry proſpect ſpreads her faireſt flow'rs, 
And opes the heart to all her ſoothing pow'rs ; 
"Tis thine, ſequeſter'd in that fam'd retreat, 
At once the Hero's and the PorrT's ſeat; 
Where o'er the claſſic ground fond fancy roves, 
Or ſeeks the umbrage of the ſacred groves, 


To 
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To theſe lov'd ſcenes, a new delight to lend, 

And bid the LAUREL and the MYRTLE blend : 
Tis here thy pow'r its faireſt charm diſplays, 
Superior to a Court's fiftitious blaze. 

Here thy owN Gus their native light impart, 
The ARTLESS MANNERS—the UNTUTOR'D heart; 
The unaffected grace, the winning mien, 

And ſoul thro” all thy varying features ſeen | 
Theſe are the ſoft and kOSY CHAINS, that bind 
And fix an empire o'er thy DoksET's mind; 
And as THY BEAUT1Es could his heart allure, 
Thy Via russ are the bond to hold it ſure 
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HINTS 
TO A 


PAINTER. 


By the late Loxp LYTTLETON. 


From a Friend did a PAINTER this leſſon receive— 

& Dear W1LL, in thy Canvaſs, let fair HARRIET 
« live: 

« Let her live, tho” a maiden, unnotic'd by Fame, 


« Whoſe ſpirits have led her aſtray from—good 


„ name: 

Let her live, who ſtrews roſes abundantly ſweet, 
« And the SToics fell virtue treads under her feet 
« Who ſtrews them along the rough turnpike of life, 
e And ſweetens with nectar that potion of ſtrife— 

& That black, bitter potion, which all of us drink, 

6 And the wiſe think moſt nauſeous, becauſe—the 

cc wiſe THINK. 


« Nor thou, ſapient WaiTBy, diſdain to improve 
« With the Tunic of VENvus, the daughter of Jove; 
« For tho' not bred up in Dame CnasTiTtY's 

« ſchool, 
« She has not yet learn'd to ſin, only by rule 


Yet 
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« Yet with ſoftneſs and ſweetneſs ſhe twines round 
ce the heart, 
« And alleviates its fierceneſs by healing its ſmart. 


« But grant that one wirtue ſhe does not poſſeſs, 
« You will not deny her the power to bleſs: 
« You will not deny, that, innoxiouſly bright, 
« Her eyes ſhed forth beams of benevolent light ; 
« And freely allow that a ſoft lambent grace, 
« In a calm conſtant ſunſhine, plays over her face, 


« Then take up thy pencil, thou MIMIc of Joves! 

« Love bids thee obey, nor be rebel to Love, 

« And O, fair ENCHANTREss! may thouſand de- 
lights | 

« Make happy thy days and voluptuous thy nights. 

« And thou too, O Venus! attend to my prayer, 

« Drive far from your HARRIET all thought that 
« brings care! 

“Let her days, like a ſtreamlet o'er flowers that 
« goes, : 

&« Glide onward in ſweets, and ſtill pleaſe as it flows | 

« And when NATURE, exhauſted, ſhall languiſh for 
e reſt, 

« Then DzaTH, like a Love, be 1a'en to ber breaft.” 
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TO THE 
MEMORY 


oF 


MR. HOWARD. 


Dran to mankind—to Britons doubly dear, 
Whom Chriſtians love, and Infidels revere 
HowarD!—thy merits claim the plauſive lay, 
Thy fate demands it, and our feelings pay. 


If ever Sage, by wiſdom's boaſted power, 
Employed to noble ends the paſſing hour 
If ever hero brav'd diſeaſe and death, 


Or ſpent in virtue's cauſe his lateſt breath 


If ever Saint, commiſſion'd from above, 
Diſplay'd a pattern of celeſtial love, 
Admiring men, and murmuring Dæmons ſee 


The Sage, the Hero, and the Saint in THEE. 


Thro' various nations, and thro' various climes, 
A friend to miſery, and a foe to crimes ; 


In the damp dungeon's peſtilential gloom, _ 


In tainted crouds, juſt hurrying to the tomb, 
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Careleſs of eaſe, of comfort, and of heath, 
Profuſe of toil, and prodigal of wealth, E 
Thy ſteady mind purſu'd its pious plan, 

To learn and mitigate the woes of man, 


Too ſoon, alas! on bleak CiMMER14's ſhore, 
Thy taſk is ended; and thy care is fer ; 
A burning fever's unremitting force 
Completes thy labours, and arreſts thy courſe ; 
With deadly wrath it rode the Euxine wave, 
Seiz'd on its prey, and ſwept thee to the grave. 
No ſkillful friend—no A1xIN then was near, 
Thy life to lengthen, or thy ſoul to cheer ; 
With kind ſupport to raiſe thy drooping head, 
To ſoothe thee dying, or to mourn thee dead : 
But tho* remov'd from each domeſtic tie, 
In foreign lands thy honour'd relics lie; 
Long hadſt thou plac'd, where'er thy footſteps trod, 
Thy hope in virtue, and thy truſt in Gop— 
That hope, that truſt, when worldly comforts ceaſe, 
On earth's extremeſt verge can whiſper peace. 


While Britiſh Gratitude to thee ſhall raiſe 
The ſplendid monument of public praiſe ; 
In ſculptur'd ſtone ſhall bid thy image breathe, 
And round thy temples twine the civic wreath ; 


Their 
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Their due reward thy merit ſhall obtain 
From HI thou long haſt ſerv'd, nor ſerv'd in vain; 
Immortal life His juſtice ſhall beſtow, 

And place the crown of glory upon thy brow. 
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DATE OBOLUM BELISARIO. 


O FoxTuxe! how ſtrangely thy gifts are awarded! 
How much, to thy ſhame, thy caprice 1s recorded, 
Since the Wiſe, Great, and ,Good, of thy frowns 
ſeldom *ſcape any, 
Witneſs poor BELisarRius, who begg'd for a 
Ha'penny. 
Date obolum, date obolum, date obolum BzL1SARo. 


He, whoſe fame for true valour was ſpread far and 
wide, Sir, 

And whom none but his CounTRy, true praiſe e'er - 
deny'd, Sir; 

By his poor faithful Doc, was thro' . City 
led, Sir, 

With one foot in the grave, forc'd to beg for his 
bread, Sir, 

| Date obolum, &c. 


As a Young Roman KNnicaT was by chance paſſing 
by, Sir, 
The Old Soldier's appearance, at once caught his eye, 
Sir, 
And 


* 
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And his purſe in his helmet he drop't with a tear, Sir, 


While the Var ERAN'S Tad ſtory attracted his ear, Sir, 


Date 6bdlam, &c. 


CI have fought, I have bled, I have conquer'd for 

40 Rowr, Sir; 

« T have crown'd her with Laurels, which for ages 

« will bloom, Sir, 

% From her foes harſh dominion, I've raiſed her to 

a ct power; ; 

*« I eſpouſed her for life, and Aiſgrace i is my dower, 
Duacte obclum, &c. 


I no ſoldiers cer rifqu'd, by attacking at random, 
Or Victory inſured with a Nil deſperandum ; 
* But whenever 1 fonght, I made both friend 1 foe 
« know, 
That all my defign was, Pro Public Bono. 
| Date obolam, &c. 


« I no Colonies loſt, by attempts to enſlave em, 

Or of Romans free rights, ever ſtrove to bereave 
'em; 

« Or to bow down their necks, to my pride of ty 
te pleaſure, 

We dates divided, or waſted its treafnre. 

Date obolum, &c. 
« Nor 
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(( EE aud 

« Nor yet to enrich or ennoble myſelf, Sir, 55 

« Has my glory been tarniſh'd by baſe views of pelf, 
« Sir; 

« For ſuch ſordid deſigns I've fo far been from car- 
« vying, 

« Blind and old, I've no chance, but of begging or 
« farving. Date obolum, &c. 


« Now, if HERO, or STATESMAN, ſhould hear this 
ec relation, 

© Whoſe deeds have ſtill been for the good of his na- 
tion; 

« Who, tho feeble and blind, ſhou'd like me Noe 
« his way, Sir, 

« The bright SUN-BEAMS of VIRTUE will turn night 
66 to day, Sir, Daze obolum, &c. 


« But if wanting that light, at the cloſe of life's 
cc ſpark, Sir, 
« He at length comes to take the great leap in the 
c dark, Sir, 
« He may wiſh, while his friends wring their hands 
„ round his bed, Sir, 
&« That like poor BELISARIUS, he'd beggid for his bread, 
Sir.“ Date obulam BEIISARAIO. 
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IRREGULAR 
ODE. 


TO THE 


Memory of JOUN HOWARD, Es d. 


Terrarumque velis curam. VIRGIL, GEORGICAs 


Ir &er a Stateſman ſwell'd the Poet's ſong, 
If e'er one wreath to Valour's tomb belong, 
Oh! far ſuperior, with a nobler claim, 
Repoſing HowaRD fills the voice of Fame. 
Fair widow'd Virtue ſaw thine op'ning grave, 
And bade the tear to low—the tear which could not 
ſave! | | 
Yet ſtill to mark thine Image known, 
She ſtamp'd thy relicks for her own; 
With Syren raptures did thy pangs beguile, 
And fix'd each feature in a marble ſmile : ; 
That if the ſullen duſt below, 
Of worth retain à filent bow, 
'Thine aſhes, HowaRD, with perpetual bloom, 
Might evea ſink triumphant to the tomb. 


Yet 
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Vet reſt ſecure, it was not Death, 
That, ghaſtly grinning o'er thy ſetting hour, 
In thee proclaim'd the limits of his pow'r 
Thy Heav*n-nerv*d arm, thy Saviour breath, 

That oft hath ſnatch'd the victim from his ſhrine, 

To him, ſo often vanquiſſi'd, never could reſign. 
No—twas ſome Angel fealing through thy franie, 
There blended, bore thee from the tyrant's claim; 
Or wak'd thy ſoul to ſcenes of brighteſt day, 
And gently drew it from its robe of clay. 


When alter'd Foy beheld thy ſpirit fly, 
And o'er the waves breath'd out a fun ral figh, 
Each boſom ſeem'd ſome kindred to deplore, 
And nature dreamt, ſhe wept herſelf no more, 
Full on my ears the ſullen accents moan, 
And liſt'ning Echo multiplies the tone: 
Ere yet they linger on the airy ſtream, | 
And, ent'ring with the ſickly beam, 
Break the dark dungeon's vap'ry round, 
Pale waſted Famine drinks the ſound. 


Through every vein quick-guſhing horrors ſpring,” 


Keener than the frigid ſtone, 
| Or than the coldly grinding ring 
That feeds upon his ſapleſs bone. 
Around he rolls his haggard eye, 
And vents the balf-extinguiſh'd ſigh, 
Vol. IV. H In 
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In all the varying forms of gratitude and fear, 
See! Miszzr lends another tear— 

He marks it falling on his tatter'd ſleeve, 

And claims a right, with all the World, to grieve. 


There, wretched captive, ſhalt thou reſt, 
Long count the leaden ſtep of loitering time, 
Long liſten to thy throbbing breaſt ; 
No waited breeze, no daſhing oar, 
No bark, with Mercy freighted, more 
Shall waft for thee the © Friend of ev/ry Clime !“ 
No more thy maſly gates ſhall open wide, 
And grac'd with ev'ry virtue on each ſide 
No more, in plum'd effulgence, ſhall he throw 
A beam of Heaw'n to light thy NIGHT of Woe! 
Tho? patriot grief, with ſtreaming eye, 
Entruſts thine honours to a foreign ſky, 
Yet well ſhe knew, where'er thou deign'ſt to roam, 
Each ſtranger boſom prov'd a native Home. 
And oh! full many a yet revolving year 
Shall mark a changeful band, 
That mock the ScuLeToOR's brighteſt hand; 
There gently bending o'er thy modeſt bier, 
Shall teach the creeping ivy where to turn, 
And bid it claſp a far leſs ſainted urn. 
There, mingling oft, the ſuccour'd fire ſhall bear 
The faireſt trophy of thy ſoothing breaſt— 
| Shall 
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Shall there inſtruct his cherub- care 
Thy worth in artleſs accents to proclaim; 
Shall form their ſmiles to avair upon thy name, 
And teach thy liſping tongues to bid their ſpirit reſt! 


From their pure breath ſuch incenſe ſhall aſcend, 

Thy ſoul, well-pleasd, from Heav'n itſelf ſhall 
bend; | 

And when old Time, with ſacrilegious wing, 

The ſacred fabric of thy tomb ſhall bruiſe, 

The bold ſwept Lyre, the conſecrating Muſe, 

Shall raiſe thy honours with a ſecond Spring-: 

Shall o'er the ſpat their unſpent vigils keep, 

And guide unerring Goodneſs where to weep. 

So o'er the bed, where once the fountain rang d, 

Its ſprings exhauſted, or their paſſage chang'd, 

Some ling*ring MoRALI1ST, with age oppreſt, 

His white beard ſweeping o'er his hoary breaſt, 

Pauſing, the glorious ruin would revere, 

And dew the ſilent channels with a tear. 


«© 
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Oh! ſince in vain we pour the grateful vow, 
In vain the note pathetic breathe; 
And, unavailing, form a virgin wreathe, 
Entwin'd, illuſtrious ſhade! for thee alone ! 
A wreathe that never cloath'd a warrior's brow, 
hall Or grac'd the pillars that ſupport a Throne ; 
| H 2 Df 
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While echoing far, th* Imperial ſhores above, 
Swell with thy praiſe, melodious in their love, 

While crowding ANGELs view thee with delight, 
And force thy bluſting glories into light; 

Oh! mildly bending from thy ſtarry throne, 
Inform ſome ſpirit, modell'd from thine own ; 
Direct his paſſage to theſe realms of earth, 

The kindred guardian of his holier birth ; 
Teach him, like thee, with nobleſt claim to ſhow 
The World's firft treaſure, as its lateſt woe; 

Teach him the warying path of abe to prize 
That hence, for future times, may future How” 

ARDS riſe! | 
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THE BEE, 


Prack, friendly Bet! I greet thee with a tear, 
And lowly bend like yonder flow'rets head; 

Go!—ſpeed thee, with the balmy breeze, nor fear 
On IMoINDA's lip the gift to ſhed. 


TELL her, the idle god of jealous Love, | 
Relenting—bad thee lodge the emblem there, 
Alike to ſpeak the ſorrows all muſt prove, 
And heal the anguiſh of her amorous care. 


Say, that to him, ſome Piru ſure is due, 
Whoſe boſom heaves with many a fearful ſigh; 

Leſt, midſt e gay, he bluſh he lov'd to view, 
Shou'd faithleis pcken to a Rivals eye. 


The Ve1L of CHAsTITY, at length thrown by 
„Farewell!“ as fond CATULLUs ſweetly fings— 
Farewell!“ the tribute of a paſſi ng ſigh 
Be thine—till Fate o'er all her mantle flings, 


H 3 


TO THE BEE. 
| = t 4 
If chance ſhe weeps repeat her lively ſtrain, 
The eye that's true, ſheds no repining tears" 
Yet Love can tell, how ſad is ſecret pain, 
And that it riots in ungentle fears. 


Aſk of her ſilent tear, that trembling flows, 

If TENDERNESS and TRUTH, are joyous found? 
Then wing thee to the damaſk of the roſe, 
And ſteal the bloom, with crimſon bluſhes crown'd. 


O'er her pale cheek its living luſtre ſpread, 
And chaſe the triumph of the Tube-roſe hue : 
Bring to my heart the ſorrow ſhe has fed, 
And guard the dew drop to Affection true. 


So will I ever court the Southern gale, 
To kiſs each balmy bloſſom dear to thee; 

So, ſcented Shrubs and Lime-trees ſhall exhale 
Delicious fragrance for my favourite BER. 


HENRY. 
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Mizanpa! hence, with idle fear, 
Too diffident thou art ; | 
You cannot fail to charm the ear, 
When once you have the heart. 


Then try a ſtrain, MIRANDA, do, 
You'll ſing extremely well; 

For tis impoſſible, but you 
Muſt ev'ry way excel. 


Oh! let your Bard, ſome future time, 
Have proof of what he ſays, 
And you'll become, in humble rhime, 
The ſubject of his praiſe. 
FERDINAND, 
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THE 


POINTER. 


By E. H. Es Q. 


As honour'd by his SoveREIGN's command, 

In arms, ſome GENERAL ſweeps a hoſtile land, 
Conqueſts on conqueſts gratifies his vows, 

And Favour's ſmiles, with laurels, deck his brows ; 
Till all his merits loſt, forgot in age, 

He falls—the victim of a Rabble's rage! 


Thus, with each SPORTSMAN'S praiſe, was CaR- 
Lo grac'd, 
As o'er the field, circuitous, he pac'd ; 
Coveys on coveys, to their ruin roſe, 
And falling own'd the riumpbs f bis noſe. 
In vain his mettled youth ſuch triumphs cheer'd, 
And an aſylum for his age prepar'd: 


From him his ſilver'd hairs no dangers kept, 


By clowns he died, unpity'd, and unwept; 
Another's crime he expiates in his fall, 
Fer one dog's madneſs works a Plague on all. 
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ABSENCE. 


 Anv is that all, that ABsEN CA deigns to grant? 
Come then, Imagination ! lead along; 

Nor let thy ſuppliant vainly ſue, nor want 
That eaſe the heart receives in plaintive ſong. 


No For lixd writes, to ſhew his tinſell'd rhime, 
(The ſervile AMoRo80 of to-day) 

Whoſe thoughts are regiſter'd to murder time; 
Whoſe ſighs are wafted but to grace his lay 


But one whom peaceful HYMEN gently rules, 
Who ne*er to counteract his laws inclin'd; 
Who aſk'd no riches (the requeſt of Fools) 
But thoſe concenter'd in MYRTILLA's mind. 


Her HEART. was all th' ambition that he ſought, 
Herſelf the bright reward he had in view : 

Her ſmiles were cheerings to his ey'ry thought 
That warded all the ſhafts MisFoRTUNE threw. 


But 


ABSENCE, 


But huſh, my ſoul! ſee ch 


arming 


Horx draws nigh, 


The Loves and Graces ſm 
Her cloudleſs brow diſperſes every ſigh— 


ing in her train 


il 


G. G. 


And gently whifpers, WE $HALL MEET AGAIN.” 
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THE 
LAST WILL 
O0 
Mr. EDWARD WARD, Dzczasr; 
Author of the LoxDOx Sev, 


I'rn' name of God, the King of Kings, 
Whoſe glory fills the mighty ſpace, 
Creator of all worldly things, 
And giver of both time and place. 


To him I do reſign my breath, 

And that immortal ſoul he gave wy 
Sincerely hoping after death, 

The merits of his Son will ſave me. 


Oh! bury not my peaceful Corpſe 
In Cripplegate, where diſcord dwells, 
And wrangling parties jangle worſe, 
Than Alley Scolds, or Sunday's bells. 
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To good St. Pancras Holy Ground, 
I dedicate my lifeleſs clay, 

*Till the laſt Trumpet's joyful ſound 
Shall raiſe me to eternal Day. 


No coſtly Funeral prepare, 
Twixt Sun and Sun I only crave, 
A Hearſe and one black Coach to bear 
My Wife and Children to my Grave. 


My goods and chattels, I deſire, 
May pay the honeſt debts I pwe, 
The reſt (if any) I require, 
May to my Wife and Children go, 


My bleſſing unto each I give, 
Let that ſuffice inſtead of wealth, 

May grace attend them whilſt they live, 
And virtue long preſerve their health. 


My Wife I do appoint the ſole 
Executrix of this my Will, 
And ſet my hand unto the ſcroll, 
In hopes the ſame ſhe will fulfil, 
EDWARD WARD. 
Made under a dangerous 
Inneſs, and figned this 
24th of June, 1731. 
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To THE 


WILL of NATHANIEL 8 Eq. DRCEASED. 


War I am going to bequeath, 

When this frail part ſubmits to death, 
But ſtill I hope the ſpark divine, 

With its congenial ſtars ſhall ſhine, 

My good executors fulfil, | 

And pray ye fairly, my laſt will, 

With firſt and ſecond Codicil. 

And firſt I give to dear Lord Hinton, 

At Twiford ſchool, now, not at Winton, 
One hundred guineas for a ring, 

Or ſome ſuch memorandum thing ; 

And truly much I ſhould have blunder'd, 
Had I not given another hundred 

To Vere, Earl Poulett's ſecond ſon, 

Vho dearly loves a little fun. 

Unto my Nephew Robert Longden, 

Of whom none ſays he e' er has wrong done, 
Tho! Civil Law he loves to traſh, | 
I give two hundred pounds in caſh. 
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One hundred pounds to my Niece Tudor, 
With loving eyes one Matthew view'd her, 
And to her children juſt among 'em, 

A hundred more, and not to wrong em, 
In equal ſhares I freely give it, 

Not doubting but they will receive it. 

To Sally Crouch, and Mary Lee, 

If they with Lady Poulett be, 

Becauſe they round the year did dwell, 
In Twickenham houſe, and ſerv'd full well, 
When Lord and Lady both did ſtray, 
Over the hills and far away, 

The firſt ten pounds, the other twenty, 
And girls I hope that will content ye. 

In ſeventeen hundred ſixty- nine, 

This with my hand I write and ſign, 
The ſixteenth day of fair October, 

In merry mood, but ſound and ſober, 
Paſt my threeſcore and fifteenth year, 
With ſpirits gay and conſcience dear, 
Joyous and frolickſome tho? old, 

And like this day ſerene but cold, | 


To foes well wiſhing and to friends moſt kind, 


In perfect charity with all mankind. 


{FAY ' NATHANIEL LOYD» 
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For 
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For what remains I muſt deſire 
To uſe the words of Matthew Prior. 


Supreme, all wiſe, eternal potentate, 
Sole author, ſole diſpoſer of my fate, 
Enthron'd in light and immortality, 
Whom no man fully ſees or can ſee. 
Original of beings, power divine, 

Since that I think and that I live is thine, 
Benign Creator, let thy plaſtic hand 
Diſpoſe its own effect. Let thy command 
Reſtore, great Father, thy inſtructed ſon, 
And in my a& may thy great will be done. 
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CHARACTER of MACHEATH. 


E'zR yet the trade of juſtice cloſe my ſcene, 

Might I, a hang-dog face juſt pop between, 

And breaking thro? the forms which cuſtoms teach, 
Spite of all Grub-Street, make my own dead ſpeech? 
Or would you rather truſt ſome tune that tells, 

& Here's —the laſt dying words of Mary Wells,” — 

Who ſang herſelf moſt miſerably to death, 
Condemmn'd by you for murdering—Machearh ? 


Hard in theſe times, ſo little vice in vogue; 
That women ſhould be ford to—play the rogue; 
But all things change: Jobn Bull of yore ſo bluff, 
Now glides in ſhoe-ſtrings and a goat's-beard muff. 
While ſtouter Miſs at Maſter Jacky's fide, 

With oil-ſkin hat, clubb'd hair, and giant ſtride; 

Wrapt round with horſeman's coat and buckſkin 
belt, | 

Scorning the fears which former Miſſes felt, 

Booted half-way and leaning on her pole— 

She waddles onward—like a Day Parrole. 


Say 
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Say then, can guards or Palmer's plan ayail, 
When female robbers will thus take the mail ? 
Or ſhall my pardon be denied by you, 

Acting a part—which greater ladies do? 


But bleſt the age where ſexes meet each other, 
And ſcarce you know the ſiſter from the brother, 
Where all the manly manners melt away, 

Loſt in the ſweet Miſs—Maſter of the day. 

Thus that grave houſe—whoſe firm debates once 
hurPd, 

Or peace or conqueſt o'er a ſubject world 

In gentler ſtrains of eloquence we ſee, 

he weight of cotton—or the price of tea 

And Europe's balance hangs well poig'd in air 

By Iriſh callico or Wedgewood's ware. 


To theſe ſtrange cuſtoms even ſcience chimes, 
And takes, like taſte, its faſhions from the times, 
Stript of the claſſic forms of gown and wig, 
Learning like lead now runs into a—Pig. 


Such the world's change :—one word e'er I de- 
part— | 
To pay the tribute of a grateful heart, 
To mark thoſe feelings—which, while you approve, 
No taſte, no time, no faſhion can remove. 
Vor. IV, I Thus 
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Thus far; for paſt offence the rhymeſter pleads; 

As Prologue now our Epilogue proceeds, 

Paints what ſtrong fears poſſeſs our anxious mind, 

As undertakers—for the farce behind. 

A two hours ſketch to-night we bring to ſchool, 

Where 1—no wonder that—ftill play the fool; 

The fool ?—your wifer heads with praife may crown 
it. Vic | | 

But filly Ito play the fool—and own it! 
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Suaiil, impraRticd 1 th undi ad; LL 
Who late your comic candidate have ſtoodd. 


To that old laughing intereſt long altied,, 
Now mount the huftings on the other ide? 
Canvas this critic corporation thorough, © 
In hopes to repreſent a tragic borough? 


Shall I, all tears, for votes ant intereſt teize you, 
Anxious not how to live, but die, to pleaſe you— 
Beg that you'll be of my lift morents heedful 
And when I'm dead, n your PORE ht 
* 0.0 
Say, will no kind, good-natur'd freeman trace 
Thro' bowls and daggers {imple Coauſſip's face ? 
No learned LinGo of the lower ſchool ĩ R. 
Decline my parts and think me out of rule ? 
Then when the ſtorms of paſſion ſwell moſt high, 
When I ſhall rave and weep, run mad and die, 
Will not ſome voter on yon upper floor, (Gallery. ) 
Juſt as I'm falling wiſh I'd ſtand no more, 
I 2 | And 
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And in blunt, ſtrong election language tell us, 
Bridget for ever! Damn your Iſabellas? 


Tho? bold tattempt by dying thus to live, 
Still your indulgence might the act forgive; 
Still might the paradox be underſtood 
— is for her benefit, if not her good. — 
But Oh! what ſtronger fears my mind aſſail, 
When juſt compariſon muſt ſink the ſcale; 
For memory traces in this awful part 
The beſt and nobleſt effort of the art; 

Here the firſt excellence of genius roſe, 
For Siddons pictures Iſabella's woes. 

In every geſture, movement, look divine, 
Nature has ſtanip'd her worth in every line. 


Hard then my taſk to follow powers like thee, 
And ſeparate confidence from with to pleaſe. 
On your indulgence muſt my merits reſt, 

And ſoothe the terrors gf a troubled breaſt. 


ä 


THE WORLD. 


Le 


EPILOGUE, 
IN THE 


CHARACTER of COWSLIP. 


Havine ended our Play and the toils of to-night, 
From Papa who muft read to his ſon who evil write, 
While catgut and ſong lend their aid to the work 
1I—but hold up the train—of this Turk and no Turk: 
For tho' with our ladies his whiſkers have ſway, 

This ſtrange ſitting croſs-leg is out of my way: 
—But—as lately, no doubt, you have heard of the 


pother 
Twixt the men of one houſe and the maids of ano- 
ther: 


In this gracious aſſembly might I riſe before ye 
And Cowſlip—an't pleaſe you—ſhall tell you a ſtory. 
Cramm'd in with fat hampers of perry and ale, 
With cheeſe, children, eggs, dogs and ducks head 
and tail, 

With all that for eating our town could produce, 
Nice turkies—and here—O no—there was the gooſe— 
To get to the dinner we ſhorten the grace, N 
So ſuppoſe me at Bath ag—a * Servant for place.“ 

I 3 Where 
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Where word to our inn was next morning convey'd, 

That his worſhip the Mayor—was in want of a maid. 

The Mayori—Lack a day !—W hat a grand ſituation ! 

At the foot—of the head—of the whole corporation 

Away went I trudge—little band-box and all— 

For my hopes they were great as my fortune was 
ſmall. 

The Mayor ſtrok'd his chin—as poor I came in view, 

« Why yes'—quoth his worſhip “ this maid ſhe 
& may do.“ 

« Are you mad“ . cried the be I begs 
« yow'll ha' done 

« There's a tax upon maids ;—you' ve no bulineſs 
« with none.“ 

« At eaſe on this duty may Bachelors ſleep, 

« And afford double pay for the maids that * 
cc keep: 

& But we married yolk—we muſt not be ſo great 

« They may put ſomething next on your head—or 
my tete. 

« No ſtockings for me, love, nor Billingſgate mob, 

« And no powder unlicens d for deary's brown bob— 

« Our gig and our maids then muſt both be laid down, 

« Nor, chuck, while 1 lives, ſhall one coſt you a 


« crown,” 


Thus 
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Thus _ Mayor being, of courſe, of his miniſter's 

min 
Poor I was turn'd out—that is—I reſign'd, 
For power muſt keep its due balance, they ſay, 
Jo ſome it gives places—it took mine away. 

From the weſt then to London I next fallied forth, 
To be rais'd in the eaſt—like ſome folks from the 
north, | IS BERL = 
At this character warehouſe I firſt made my ſtop, 
To retail you all wit—with no tax on our ſhoy- 


. 
Shall Cowſlip without her good wiſhes be {cen ? 
To this“ Pan of the ary” not pray for good 
luck, 


And wiſh him * no roaſt” but her wiſh of Roaſt 


cc duck. * 
Hope each belle with her beau has heard ſomething to 
ſuit her, 
And that here we may find no ſuch gender as neuter. 
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AN 


ALLEGORICAL TALE. 


THE 


CACKLING HEN, DUNGHILL Cock, and HAwx. 


You Students and great Scholars know, 
That many thouſand years ago, 

The Birds which in the foreſt ſung, 
Poſſeſs d the powers of human tongue. 
There liv'd at the aforeſaid time, 

A Cackling Hen of flight ſublime, 

Within whoſe walk was often picking 

An ilIl-ſhap'd, half-ſtarv'd, Duxgbill Chicken ; 
This Dunghill Chicken got a ſeat 

Among the Fowls which rul'd the State, 
Where, hearing that a certain Hawk 

Had done ſome miſchief in his walk, 


— Either by aiding of his foes, 


Or ſomething elſe that no one knows; 

He did reſolve (his ſchemes to further) 
Jo charge the Hawk with horrid Murther : 
The Hawk, as I have heard the ſtory, 

_ Flew to the Moon in queſt of glory; 
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The feather'd Prince who rules the Moon, 
In war employ'd this young Dragoon; 
Where he ſucceſsful honours ſought, 
And many a Battle bravely fought. 


It happen'd, that ſome years ago, 
The Prince proſcrib'd a plundering Crow; 
But what induc'd him to proſcribe 
This Leader of a fable tribe, 
Was this; the Crow both night and day, 
Was looking out in queſt of prey, 
And carry'd all he found away. 
At length, the Hawk by ſudden ſpring, 
Fix'd on the Crow and broke his wing : 
The Crow before the Prince was brought, 
And juſtly ſentenc'd for his fault. 
The news ſoon reach'd the black Banditti, 
Who mov'd with anger and with pity, 
Aroſe in arms, reſolv'd to ſave 
Their pilfering leader from the grave. 
The Hawk, who ſcarce a morning ſince, 
Receiv'd an order from his Prince, 
To execute the rebel Crow, 
Foreſaw, and ſtruck the timely blow. 
The Dunghill Chicken, who had heard 
The ſtory by the Hawk averr'd, 


Thought 
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| Thought by this means to over-reach him, 
And mov'd the Aſſembly to impeach him. 
| He ſaid, the lunar feather'd King 
| - Had done a moſt ùnlawful thing, 
In ſentencing the Crow to die, 
And then he told the Aſſembly Why: 
It is—lt 1s—lt is, becauſe 
« *Twas not by Sublunary Laws: 
« My ſentiments I can't expreſs, 
| « You ll underſtand me ne'er the leis. 
| « This is my own, my fix 'd opinion, 
| « The Lunar Prince had no dominion. 
| « How do we know the Crow was try'd 
« By thoſe who juſtly might decide? 
| « And that they follow'd all the rules 
| « Preſcrib'd by Sublunary Schools? 
| « Qur want of proof and knowledge ſhow 
4 That this ſaid Hawk, who kill'd the Crow, 
« Had murder done, and ſhould exhibit 
« His body on a lofty Gibbet. 
He cackled much, but every Bird 
Declar'd his cackling was abſurd ; 
At laſt, as well might be expected, 
The Chicken's ſtory was rejected. 


The Hawk, who heard himſelf accus'd, 
And did not like to be abus'd, 
| Next 
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Next morning went to give the Chicken 

A Lecture upon quarrel-picking, 

The Chicken, who foreſaw the Lecture, 
Call'd to his aid his great Protector, | 
A cackling Hen, a lingual Hector. 

The Hawk impatient did denounce 

His aim, before he made the Pounce ; 

So that the Chicken would not walk 

One ſtep alone, nor even talk } 
One word in private with the Hawk. 

The cackling Hen then ſpread her wing, 

And ſaid, „ *twas an atrocious thing, | 
«© When Birds of State are ſpeeches making, 

« To hinder them from freedom taking; 

« Hundreds and hundreds I've aceus'd, 

© And tho' ſome thouſands Ive ,us'd, | 
„I never was ſo roughly us'd. 

*« Sooner than I'll permit the Hawk 

«© To ſtop the Chicken in his talk, 

“Or let them have a ſpar together, 

* Indeed I'd part with every feather; 

“ Sooner than ſuffer ſuch a thing 

% To happen, I would burn my wing. 

“A Dunghill Chicken's little tattle, 

“% Should not provoke a Hawk to battle, 

“Nor does it to myſelf appear, 

„The Hawk had any right to hear: 


&« For 


124 AN ALLEGORICAL TALE. 


q ——__—_____________——__—_—_—______ 


« For whether it was good or ill, 

tc "Twas ſaid upon our own Dunghill ; 
« And ev'ry Dunghill Cock you know, 
« Of right may on his Dunghill crow.” 


Thus the Old Hen contriv'd to baulk 
The vengeance of the pouncing Hawk ; 
Who, without either Judge or Jury, 
Had ſlain the Chicken in his fury, 

And verify'd the Chicken's ſaying, 

That he (the Hawk) was fond of ſlaying. 
But now the diſappointed Hawk, 
(Who though a fighter could not talk) 
Finding he could not make a dart, 

Nor get the Hen and Chick a-part, 
Submitted to this hard condition— 

That Dunghill Fowls ſhould, by permiſſion, 
On their own Dunghills broach a lye, 
Provided Hawks may make reply. 


'THE WORLD, 
April 2, 1799. 


A 
| 


EPILOGUE 
TO THE 


TWO CONNOISSEURS. 


BY 


E. TOPHAM, EsqQ, 
Spoken by Miss FARREN. 


As manners alter with the varying times, 

To-night you've ſeen a Comedy in rhymes, 

Where wit—where moral all in metre flows; 

—Say, would you chuſe an Epilogue in Proſe? 

« Do, if you dare!” you'll tell me :—ah! we know it, 
There's nought ſo damning as a proſing poet. 
Beſides, if anxious for your country's good, 

The ſcrutiny hath fir'd your free-born blood, 

If the cool Veſtry late hath been your care, 

Perhaps you've had enough of proſing there: 
Where the cramm'd Poll, before ſo plump and gay, 
Leſſens by Law—at half a vote a day— 

And on fair argument and juſt pretence, 

A member may be found—ſome ten years hence. 


Proſe 
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* 


Proſe then we drop; for in this ſtage- ſtruck hour, 
Much is the aid we want, and great the power 
For ſure our little army ſoon muſt yield, 

When Drury's mighty monarch takes the field, 
When Ruſſel's rival excellence gives birth 
To patent Tragedies and mournful mirth ; 
Where one eternal handkerchief ſcarce dries 
Th'exhauſtleſs tears that flow from Bedford's eyes, 
Where crape and ſables deaden all the ſcene— 
Till Hubert pops his pleaſant head between, 
Till James, Vork, Ruſſel, Peters, all engage, 
And boxing Jefferies clears the crowded ſtage. 
O had ſuch mighty ſorrows fill'd my mind! 
Me, whom ſtage-articles and falary bind, 
The weighty taſk had ſurely broke my heart— 
« For I'm no Volunteer, and can't depart!” 


If ſuch of Tragedy the pleaſing pain, 
Say—who will ſhut the doors of Drury-Lane ? 
To actor not! to lett the Houſe—that's all— 
To get a little caſh—or none at all? 

Friend to the trade and leſt the market drop, 
As one fhuts up another opens ſhop. 


For now releasꝰd from length of patriot toil, 
One houſe of greater actors fleeps awhile, 
Where 
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Where wit and argument for ever jar, 

And “ Ayes” and © No's” keep up continual war. 
Here India triumphs—there unſmuggled tea, 

And patronage is balanced by bohea. 

While commutation, window-tax between, 

Pays after ten pounds for—ten-pence ſav'd on green. 


Nor theſe alone complete the general din, 
Without we grumble as we ſcold within. 
The quicken'd poſt-office laments its cure, 
And clerks ftill wiſh their poſts were ſafe and ſure. 


Such are the novelties whoſe force engage, 
With grief or joy this tragi-comic age; 
May we—the living manners ſtill purſue, 
And find your approbation—ever new. 
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EPILOGUE 
TO 


MR. ANDREW's COMEDY 


REPARATION. 


Frvs diſmal Acts conſunbd in lamentation, 
Our Author marries me for reparation : 
Well—tho' we women are, as grey beards ſay— 
In duty bound to love and to obey, 

And tho? beſet with cares of brats and ſtrife, 
Repent is ſtill the lot of married life : 

With leſs diſmay I meet the awful ſentence, 
Since wedlock puts an end to my repentance. 


From this bright hour ſhall gayer ſcenes ariſe, 
Such as may charm a female patriot's eyes, 
Whoſe great ambition ſoars to nobler plans 
Than lap-dog tippets, or than Marlbrove fans, 
Whoſe taſte the rage for opera can defy, 

And bear to live, tho* Pacchierotti die, 


With ſtrange ill- bred indifference can view 


Veſtcis on one leg, or the dogs on two. 


But 
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But as we women are forbid to roam, 
And tho? we will ſpeak laſt, muſt ſpeak at home— 
To ſpouſe I delegate my vocal powers, 
He knows my voice and—hears it at all hours 
Thus—hat in hand and pois'd upon one leg, 
He'll ſtart—with «© Mr. Speaker, Sir, I beg 
« A word -h ! hear him, hear bim . I defy 
« The honourable member in my cye. 
Then o'er the Indian plains his forces rally, 
Rave about Tippoo Saib and Heyder Ally, 
While 1, the member's wife ſhall bear a ſhaw], 
Given by ſome ponderous prince of Leadenhall : 
Or up all night with freſh impatience wait, 
To read next noon the chronicled debate, 
Where in good ſtyle and better words convey'd, 
Spouſe wonders at the ſpeeches he has made, 
And with the borrow'd grace enamour'd grown, 
Stares o'er the tropes and figures—not his own. 
Such is the potent ſpell that all bewitches— 
« For who wou'd fardels bear=that cou'd make 

« ſpeeches? ? 
« Who brook th'oppreſſor's wrongs, the proud man's 
« lye, 

« Who quick might riſe again with—I reply? 
Or who wou'd groan beneath life's weary prate, 
% Who quietly might ſleep thro? a debate? 

Vol. IV. K But 
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« But that—there's charms from oratory flow, 
Which thoſe who only hear can never know. 
But leſt I preſs too far the Speaker's art, 

Paſs me your vote of thanks! and I depart. 
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SIMKIN ix LONDON, 
_ + To Us 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


Inpeep, my Dear BROTHER, you'll feel yourſelt 
wrong, | 

In declaring that SM has been ſilent ſo long 

When you find that for want of ſome pleaſanter ſtuff, 

I am forc'd to put up with Tobacco and Snuff. 

That HERO who gain'd reputation and fame, 

By pleading the cauſe of a Dowager Dame, 

Joe Surface, I mean, who was mightily proud 

To be rank'd as the Knight of the BWG us of Ou, 

Is the champion of Smoakers and Snuffy-nos'd Beauties, 

And pleads to relieve the fair Trader from duties. 

Three Hours and a Half, by his voluble tongue, 

On Snuff and Tobacco the changes were rung; 

But firſt let me ſay, he commenced His Oration 

By ſtoutly defending bis own reputation. 


« Mr. SPEAKER, (ſaid Jos) ever ſince I aroſe, 
* In defence of Mun's Rights, this vile Tax to op- 
* poſe, | 
| K 2 « My 


16 
=! 
0 | 
4 
+ FE 
W153 


| 


— 


— ——— — — — 


| 132 SIMKIN TO SIMON. 


& My fame once ſo ſpotleſs, with STAPLE abuſe, 

« All the MinisTER's Prints have combin'd to tra- 
« duce; 

« They have ſaid, ſince in favour I grew with His 
«© HIGHNEss, 

« The Dux has look'd on with ſuſpicion and ſhy- 
« neſs; 

&« That I, Traitor-like, have been falſe to the League, 

& And have ſever'd two Hovses by artful intrigue. 

| « It would be, Mr. Speaker, my glory and pride, 

1 4c If the Commons, the Lonxps, and the PRO II 

[ « beſide, | 

it « Like his Grace, would approve of my ſaying 

1 « and doing, 

L | « And permit me to ſave the whole Nation from 

5 ic ruin. 5 

« Should any my CHARACTER dare to attack, 

„ ©« And to hint that both Private and Public are 

i « black; 

1 % That in ANY ONE PART, my Eſcutcheon is blot- 

1 | 5 ted, 

« Or the ſkin of my legs even ſpeckled or ſpotted; 

« I ſay, and I truſt, it will ne'er be forgot, 

« 1 defy human Malice to find out a ſpot; 

« And unleſs any Gentleman riſe in his place, 

« And will point out ſome action, DISHONEST or 


6 BASE, 
« Althaugh 
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« Although from reproach I may not be exempt, 

« All abuſe aut of doors I ſhall treat with contempt ; 
« To anonymous ſcandal I ne'er ſhall reply, 

« And for warfare ſo trifling, MY MIND is 100 high; 
« For I live in a land where a Man cuts a figure, 

« In proportion to intellect, ſpirit, and vigour.” 


Whilſt this was deliver'd by Joszen, in thunder, 
I obſery'd all the Hearers were gaping with wonder; 
All ſmitten, perhaps, by the force of conwvittion, 
For they could not ſuppoſe Jas was dealing in fiction. 
And indeed, my Dear Simon, with grief and ſurprize, 
I refle& on the many malevolent lies, | 
Which of late thro? the wicked Metropolis ran, 
Concerning this worthy, reſpeFable Man. 
But in caſe you've not heard them, the ſtories F 

mean, | 
Are his urging the P—— ta diſpute with the ; 
That when he had raiſed himſelf up ta the top 
Of the ladder, he ſpeedily kick'd down the prop; 
That being too haughty, too great to be led, 
Of the Party, his vanity made him the head; 
Whilſt the Duxe growing jealous, declar'd him unfit 
To impoſe Loans and Taxes, in lieu of Young 
PITT: 

That the entrè to Drury, to make up a ſum, 
Honeſt Joszea had ſold, for ten ſeaſons ta came; 


. And 
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And thus he eſcap'd, at a critical pinch, 

For you know tis unſafe—to DRIVE juft to an inch: 
That a worthy old man, had his fortune inveſted, 
Where Joty*s beſt hopes, for the preſent, are reſted, 
But had lately been forc'd to abandon the realm, 
Tho? Jos YH ſtood firm, with his eye on tbe HLM, 
From Duns well ſecur'd, by a ſeat in a place, 


Where non-payment of debts was ne'er reckon' d 


| diſgrace. 
'Theſe, and other dete table, infamous 9 255 
Through England are ſpread, and, perbaps, have 
reach'd Wales. 
And 'twas ſaid, that without ſome eſpecial protedtion, 
Sir Eu1ijan would oft him at Stafford Election; 
But after ſo bold, and ſo. manly a Speech, 
Who, in future, will venture his fame to impeach, 
After much contemplation, I'm free to admit, 


As a Miniſter, I prefer Jos ETH to PiTT; 


Harſh Laws ev'ry Seſſion, by PiTT are enadted, 

To pay off the Debts which by NoRTEH were con- 
tracted; | 

But were JosEPH a Miniſter, he could contrive 

To make Debtor and Creditor equally thrive ; 

That is, he would raife money ſome other way, 

Than by zaxing the Public, the Public zo pay; . 


For tho? they are Debtor and Creditor both, 


To receive they are prumpt, but to pay they are leb. 
Now 
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Now Joe, ſo his friends and his enemies ſay, 

Has been us'd to recezve, not accuſtom'd zo pay; 

For his genius inventive, has found out reſources, 

To ſupply, without caſh, his extravagant courſes ; 

And were Joszrna the MinisTER, doubtleſs, he 
would 

His ſecret diſcloſe for the National good : 

Or ſome mode would ſtrike out, for the Public to get 

The Intereſt, at lea, on its great load of debt. 


But, S1MON, in ſpite of his eloquent pleading, 

I ſee little chance of our Jostrn's ſucceeding ; 

For PITT, and his friends, ſeem'd to think he was 
joking, 

Tho' he talk'd for three bouts on ate and 
ſmoaking ; | 

Yet I cannot but own, 'tis exceedingly hard, 

That virtue, like Joszen's, ſhould fail of reward; 

But the Chapter of Accidents (till may befriend him, 

And when next he burſts forth, berter luck may attend 


Farewell, my Dear Brother, this Letter I end, 
But when Fox ſhall fum up, I another will ſend. 
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To 


MARY. 


Maxzr 1! dear Maid! for whom I ſigh, 
For whom my breaſt will ever burn, 
Look on thy lover with an eye 
To bid him hope a ſoft return. 


That tender look, that flowing hair, 

That cheek which ſhames the vernal roſe, 
Firſt caught me in Love's ſilken ſnare, 

And robb'd my heart of its repoſe. 


When calm Indifference was mine, 
The ſwift hours fled ſerenely by; 

But now, alas! thy form divine 
Has baniſh'd all tranquillity, 


Oh come then, Mazxy! gentleſt Maid} 
On me one angel ſmile beſtow ; 

The precious gift ſhall be repaid 
With all that Love and 'Truth can ſhow. 


My 
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My lips ſhall hourly ſpeak thy praiſe, 
My thoughts ſhall e'er be turn'd to thee ; 
Thy face ſhall ſtill inſpire my lays, 
THY SOUL SHALL BE ADOR'D BY ME. 


ORLANDO, 


a. 
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THE 


GRATEFUL RETURN. 


Tus watchful look, the tender anxious care, 
The ardent wiſh, the ſecret fervent pray'r; 
The previous thought, the fond foreboding fear, 
The hope that flatters, and the midnight tear : 
Theſe, the kind debts parental fondneſs pays, 
From early infancy to lateſt days ; . 
Reflect, lamenting CHILD ! how often thou 

Haſt caus'd a wrinkle on a Mother's brow ; 

And oh1 how often, ere thou yet could'ſt ſpeak, 
For thee was furrow'd the maternal cheek ; 

How many a ſigh, how many an anxious groan, 
Was paid for thee: then, oh, reflect! and own, 
The ſmall return that is a Parent's due, 
Are tears of gratitude, at leaſt, from you : 
'The dear remembrance of ſo juſt a claim, 
Let me thus offer to that honour'd name; 
Fall, fall my tears, nor let me ſtrive to hide 
The grief that flatters thus my filial pride ; 


Oh! 
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Oh! could my ſtrains but ſay how much I owe, 

And reach the raptures with which thine now glow, 
Then ſhould my ſong fulfil my heart's deſire, 

And burn, as thine does, with a SERAPEH“'s fire. 
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SIMKIN ix LONDON, 


10 HIS 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


Lasr Thurſday, DAR BROTHER, by half after 
one, 

WaRrREN HASTINGS's Trial once more was begun; 

PLUMBOs0 ſet off, with expreſſing his wonder, 

At diſcovering ſome typographical blunder ; 

Which having corrected, as well as he cou'd, 

He requeſted their LoxDsHIrSs would then be fo 
good | 

As to hear him go on with his ſtating and ſhowing, 

Some things, which he fancy'd, were fit for their 
knowing: 

He ſaid “ I believe I can make it appear, 

« That the Company's TExNanTs were much in 
ce arrear, | | . 

„ And that HasTiNGs had let them their Leaſes 
« too dear. 2 

« Forty Thouſand Pounds fterling, or near that amount, 

% WARREN HASTINGS receiv'd on the public ac- 
ec count; 


*. 


« And 
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« And I'm going to prove, the receipt of the ſum 

« Dry'd up the reſources for ages to come: 

« The Papers and Documents, now in my hands, 

« Will prove KELLORAaM's having rented ſome 
« lands; 

« Which lands, upon terms ſo injurious, were let, 

« As to bring the poor Renter extremely in debt: 

« This was HASTINGs's doing, and, in the event, 


% The Comrany ſuffer'd, by loſing ſome Rent. 


Here Law, (who is {kill'd in defence and attack, 
And who loves to ſee ANsTRUTHER ſpratul on his 
back, 
Who always a pleaſure malevolent feels, 
Whenever he trips up a MANAGER'S heels) 
Objected to ANSTRUTHER's document reading, 
And thereby put a ſtop to his rapid proceeding. 
He obſerv'd to their LoxDsniPs, he could not ſee 
why | 
They ſhould read any Papers that did not apply— 
He ſaid, he was ſure there was no allegation, 
To which the ſaid Papers bore any relation; 
That the Max A RRS ought not o wander at large, 
To ſeek criminality, not in the Charge. 


Thea 
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Then PLUMMY requeſted their LoxpsH1Ps would 

note, | 

"Twas a conſequent circumſtance, near or remote. 

As the Hero appear'd to be heavily preſt, 

And, for want of an argument, deeply diſtreſt, 

Great EpMuND and CKARLEs, when they ſaw him 

diſmay'd, 

Like Juno and PALLAS, came down to his aid. 

A battle enſu'd, not with Pzftols and Sawords ; 

Some DuELs were "_ and the OR vary 
Words : 

Three hours ths engag'd, without ſtopping or ſtay- 
ing, 

Each other they cut, without filling or /aying. 


According to CHARLES, Miſdemeanor's a crime, 
In proportion to conſequence, manner, and time: 
According to THuRLow, they ſhould not enlarge 
The deſcriptions of Crimes, but go on with the 

Charge; 
And thegranting of Leaſes, for leſs than they ought, - 
He conſider'd, as making a ſeparate fault, 
Which into ſome AxTiCLE, _ have been 
brought, 
But ChaxLxx contended, that all aggravations, 
Like PRLION on Oss4, ſhould load Allegations ; 
And 


\ 
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And that, to eſtabliſh the truth of one fact, 

You ſhould evidence bring of a conſequent AF. 

Then the CHANCELLOR ſaid—““ *rwas unuſual to 
« plead, 

« Or to anſwer a Charge that has newer been made. 


Here EpMunD declar'd—“ 'twas improper to 
« draw 
«© Regulations for MANAGERS, out of the Law; 
« That men who were bleſt with a liberal mind, 
« Could not brook the idea of being confin'd; 
« And as HAsTIRGs's crimes were not murder or 
« treaſon, 
« He could not diſcover a ſhadow of reaſon, 
Why their Lokpshirs, in mere 8 
« ſhould bind em | 
« From ſeeking new Charges, where'er they could 
« find *em; 
„% And, indeed, I ſhall think it uncommonly ſtrange, 
« If a MANAGER is not permitted to range: 
« Reſtrictions, My Loxps, would our energy damp, 
% And our tongues would be hurt, by a fit of the 
« Cramp: 
« But, My LozDs, I've a reaſon that forces convie- 
0 tion, 
« Why a Maxaczx ſhould, not lie ante refrifien 
« I've 
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tc Pye heard it reported, not many days ſince, 

t© That HAasTINGs intends to forego his defence 

« For, it ſeems, an idea has enter'd the head 

_« Of himſelf, and ſome others, that ALL. we have 
cc ſaid 

% Amounts to juſt nothing, but waſting of time, 

« And diſburſenient of caſh, without reaſon or 
% rhyme : 

«© But, My Lorps; I am rather inclin'd to ſuppoſe 

« That the Pris'ner *s afraid of the MANaGERe' 
« blows; 

% But the danger of being repeatedly ſtruck, 

« Has taught him to dive like a dog-bunted duck : 

tc For this reaſon, My Loxps, are the MANa- 
« GERS ſtriving 

« To bring in new matter, by way of depriving 

« The Rogue of th'advantage of ducking and diving. 


% My Loss, let him duck if he pleaſes; wht 
te then 
« Five and twenty intrepid, invincible men, % -Þ 
£ When he pops up his head, we'll have at him 
cc agen: - 
« But, MY Loxps, I beſeech you, for fear we ſhould 
« not 


« Opportuvity find of repeating the for, 


« To 
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« To let us go on with our firing and popping, 
« As faſt as we can, till we ſee the BIRD dropping.” 


In this manner, did EDMUND his arguments preſs 
On the CovuRrT, with much humour and little ſucceſs, 
Twas half after four when their Loxpsnirs 

withdrew, x 
To conſult about what was moſt proper to do, 
Which as ſoon as I know, I ſhall forward to you. 


There was one thing, however, as I underſtood, 
Which ſhews PLUMMY'*s heart is ſurprizingly good; 
Tho? he made it appear, that the COMPANY gain'd 
Half a Million almoſt, yet he loudly complain'd, | 
With tears in his eyes, of the 4% they ſuſtain'd. 


Farewell! and rejoice, for the ſeaſon is coming, 
When all will go mad to hear CHARLES Fox's ſum- 
ming, | 
For he is the Hero by EDMUND appointed, 
For putting together what PLUMMY disjointed. 
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LAURA. 


To LEONARDO. 


Corp blows the wind upon the mountain's brow, 
In murmuring cadence wave the filv'ry woods, 
The feather'd tribe mope on the leafleſs bough, 
And icy fetters hold the ſilent floods; 
But endleſs ſpring, the PotT's breaſt ſhall prove, 
Whoſe Gern1vs kindles at the torch of Love. 


For him, unfading blooms the fertile mind, 
The current of the heart for ever flows 
Fearleſs, his boſom braves the wintry wind, 
While thro? each nerve eternal ſummer glows; 
In yain would chilling AraTay controul 
The lambent fires that warm the lib'ral ſoul. 


To me, 'the limpid brook, the painted mead, 
The crimſon dawn, the twilight's purple cloſe; 
The mirthful dance, the SETHERD's tuneful reed, 
The muſky fragrance of the opening Ros; 
To me, alas! all pleaſures ſenſeleſs prove, 
Save, the ſweet converſe, of the FRIEND I Lovs. 


LAURA. 
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LAURA. 


L I F B 


Love, thou ſportive, fickle boy, 
Source of anguiſh, child of joy; 
Ever wounding, ever ſmiling, 
Soothing ſtill, and ſtill beguiling; 
What are all thy boaſted treaſures ? 
Tender ſorrows, tranſient pleaſures z 
Anxious hopes, and jealous fears, 
Laucaing Hours, and MOURNING YEARS | 


What is FRiEND$SH1P's ſoothing name? 
But a ſhadowy, vap'riſh flame; 
Fancy's balm, for ev'ry wound, 
Ever ſought, but rarely found, 
What is BeauTY? but a flow'r, 
Blooming, fading, in an hour; 
Deck'd with brighteſt tints at morn, 
At twilight, with'ring on a thorn ; 
Like the gentle Ros of ſpring, 
Child by ev'ry Zepbyr's wing; 
Ah! how ſoon its colour flies, 
Bluſhes, trembles, falls, and Dixs. 
L 2 


What is YouTH ? in ſmiling ſorrow, 
Blithe to day, and ſad to-morrow ; 
Never fix'd, for ever ranging, 
Laughing, weeping, doating, changing ; 
Wild, capricious, giddy, vain, 
Cloy'd with pleaſure, nurs'd with pain; 
Ev'ry moment, LI E's decaying, <>, 
BL1ss expires, while Time's delaying ; 
Ads ſteals on with wintry face, 
© Ev'ry rapt'rous Horx to chaſe ; 
Like a wither'd ſapleſs tree, 
Bow'd, to chilling FaTe's decree; 
Stripp'd of all its foliage gay, 
Drooping, at the cloſe of day. 
What of tedious LIFE remains? 
Keen regrets, and cureleſs pains ; 
Till DeaTH appears a welcome FRIEND, 
And bids the ſcene of ſorrow end. 
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TO HIS" 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


I sa1D in my laſt that their Loxpsnies withdrew, 

To conſider of what was expedient to do; 

When the CourT re-aſſembled, the CHANCELLOR 

| ads. | 
That ANSTRUTHER'S ea not to be read; 

« That the MAN AG ERS ought to make no variations, 

« Nor the Articles burthen with new accuſations,” 

Then CHARLEY ſet off with Calamity's cry, 

That be did not know WHAT, that he could not tell wRH v: 

That he ſadly lamented their keeping the ground 

Of their Judgment from him ſuch a ſecret profound: 

He reſolv'd to ſubmit to it, nevertheleſs, 

As no method occurr'd of obtaining redreſs. 


PLUMBO80 now felt himſelf hurt and defeated, 
As the LoRDs had rejected whatever he ſtated ; 
He ther efore determin'd to do by the tangue, 
What he could not by paper ſo call'd upon YouNG. 
L 3 | He 
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He wanted to know, whether he underſtood 

The beſt means to let Lands for the Company's 
good, 

And his duty official, as well as he ſhou'd? 

Then he wiſh'd to inquire, if the Orrick he got 

His emolument from, ſhould be broken or not 

He aſk'd, if in making a new BunpoBusrT, 

Himſelf or a Black were more fit for the truſt; 

And, ſuppoſing the value of lands were adjuſted, 


Whether YouNG, or the Rajan, were fit to be 
truſted ? 


As PLUMMY proceeded, thus certain and ſlow, 
With wiſhing to aſk, and with wanting to know— 
One of HasTINGs's Counſel ſtood up, to oppoſe 
The putting ſome queſtion—then EDMUND aroſe ;» 
He ſaid, We are plac'd in a ſtrange fituation, 

«© Such as never occurr'd to one man in this Nation. 
« If a Queſtzon we aſk, if a Paper we read, 

„We muſt tell why we do it, before we proceed; 
« We muſt ſay of wvhat uſe is the queſtion we aſk, 
&© Which is, to be fure, @ moſt difficult taſt. 


This ended, PLuUMBoso declar'd he was going 
A ſtep further on, with his ffating and fbownng, 
The ſound of which pleaſant, agreeable news, 

A general happineſs ſeem'd to diffuſe ; 
| „ Though 
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Though 'twas aſk'd in a whiſper, Can PlUu v 
forget, 


That he has not got forward a fingle flep yet ? 

As PLUMMY this ſtep was attempting to go, 

He ſaid to the Witneſs, © I want next to know, 

« From what you know of, and concerning the mind 

« Of the Natives at large, if they ſtood auell inclin'd ? 

«© That is, if the FARMERS were not diſcontented 

« On account of the Provinces KELLORAM rented? 

& I mean, can you tell us, what ſort of impreſſion 

« Was made on their minds by this horrid tranſgreſ- 
«© fon? 

But DaLLas, who thinks 'twere as ſafe to confide 

In the conſtant, and uniform flux of the tide ; 

As fit to rely on the courſe of the wind, 

As it were to depend on the thoughts of mankind, 

Begg d leave to their Loxgps8a1Ps to make a ſuggeſ- 
tion, 

That the EVIDENCE angbt not to anſwer the queſtion. 

But PLUMMY his queſtion refus'd to withdraw, 

And ''twas therefore referr'd to the j uo ks of Law. 

Their Loxpskirs, of courſe, were oblig'd to ad- 
journ, 

And I hope, on next Thurſday, to ſee them return: 

A queſtion important will then be adjuſted, 

Whether public opinion is fit to be truſted} 


L 4 
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You, SIMON, remember, that CHARLEY once 

mov'd, 

To create SEVEN KINGs, and the Commons approvd 

Of the Mex and the MEAasURE, and *twould 
have gone down, | 

Had the TERROR not ſpread thro each city and 
town, 

That Nox TH and CHARLES Fox meant to ſeize 6 on 
the Crown. 

CHARLES has often'd declar'd, by the force of DE- 
LUSION, 


Pirr and THURLOw occaſion'd THAT ſcene of 
confuſion ; 

Common Fame, he affirm'd, was an impudent Jade, 

Which had ruin'd his friends, and the Nation be- 
tray d; 

But in HAS TINGs's caſe all this doctrine's unſound, 


And it now ſuits Friend CHARLES to rely on freſh 
ground. 


There is one thing, Dear BROTHER, I wiſh to ob- 
trude 
On your patience a nioment, before I conclude : 
You remember, BuRkx formerly ſaid to the CourT, 
That one Mr. PATERSON made that Report, 
From which he extracted the wonderful things 
Perform'd by the cruel, iniquitous S1NGs: 
| This 
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This Gentleman hearing that BuxkxR had expreſt, 
To the higheſt Tribunal, a humble requeſt, 
That his own name and Par ERSO N', 9d by one ie- 
ther, . 
To time's lateſt moment might go down together, 
Has aſſerted, but wherefore I cannot conceive, 
That he does not like having BURKE pinn'd to his 
eee: 
He, therefore, has publiſh'd a ſtrong Declaration, 
To ſhew BURKE was guilty of groſs defamation, 
When DzByY SinG's crimes were to HAs TIN GS im- 
puted ; 
And thus the whole calumny ſtands now refuted, 


I know there are thoſe who ſuppoſe it a pla, 

A forgery, done by that treacherous ScoTrT ; 
: And, indeed, I muſt own, it looks rather ſuſpicious, 
As SCOTT, without doubt, is extremely officious, 
And, without the leaſt ſcruple, would offer a fee 
To PATERSON, JOSEPH, or even to ME; 
And I hear there are ſome of the ORaToOR's zribe, 
Who ſuſpect honeſt Jos ERH of taking a bribe ; 
But this is @ ſtory that never can hold, 
For the virtue of JOSEPH is proof againſt gold 
Your men of ſound judgment are apt to ſuppoſe, 
That JosEPH the ruin of EDMUND foreknows. 


And 
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| | 
And therefore, in order to make bis eſcape, 
Pick d a quarrel, and got himſelf out of the ſcrape : 
But whate'er be his motive, to me it is hateful, 
To ſee human nature ſo very ungrateful ; 
And tho” all others leave him alone to be burt, 
I will ever ſtick to him as cloſe as bis dirt. 
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THE MUSE. 


O, LeT me ſeize thy pen ſublime 
That paints in melting dulcet rhyme, 

The glowing pow'r, the magic art, 

Theecſtatic raptures of the heart; 

Soft beauty's timid ſmile ferene, 

The dimples of love's ſportive mien; 

The ſweet deſcriptive tale to trace ; 

To picture nature's winning grace; 

To ſteal the tear from pity's eye ; 

To catch the ſympathetic ſigh ; 

O teach me, with ſwift lightning's force 

To watch wild paſſion's varying courſe ; 

To mark th'enthuſfiaſt's vivid fire, 
Or calmly touch thy golden lyre, 

While gentle ReasoN mildly ſings 


Reſponſive to the trembling ftrings. 


Sweet nymph, enchanting PozTRY | 
I dedicate my mind to THEE, 
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Oh! from thy bright Parnaſſian bow'rs 
Deſcend, to bleſs my ſombre hours; 
Bend to the earth thy eagle wing, 
And on its glowing plumage bring 

Blithe fancy, from whoſe burning eye 

The young ideas ſparkling fly; 
O come ! and let us fondly ſtray, 
Where roſy health ſhall lead the way, 
And ſoft Favonivs lightly ſpread 
A perfum'd carpet as we tread ; 
Ahl let us from the world remove 
The calm forgetfulneſs to prove, 
Which at the {till of evening's cloſe, 
Lulls the tir'd peaſant to repoſe ; 
Repoſe, whoſe balmy joys o'er-pay 
The ſultry labours of the day. 


And when the blue-ey'd dawn appears, 
Juſt peeping thro' her veil of tears; 
Or bluſhing opes her ſilver gate, 
And on its threſhold ſtands elate, 
And flings her roſy mantle far 
O'er every loit'ring dewy ſtar; 
And calls the wanton breezes forth, 
And ſprinkles diamonds o'er the earth; 
While in the greenwood's ſhade profound, 
The inſect rage, with buzzing ſound 
1223 Flit 
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Flit o' er the rill,—a glitt'ring train, | 
Or ſwarm along the ſultry plain. 
Then in ſweet converſe let us rove 
Where in the rhyme embroider'd grove, 
The muſky air its fragrance pours  - 
Upon the ſilv'ry ſcatter d ſhow'rs 
Io hail ſoft Zephyr, as ſhe goes 
To fan the dew-drop from the Roſe 
To ſhelter from the ſcorching beam, 
And muſe beſide the rippling ſtream. 


Or when, at twilight's placid hour, 
We ſtroll to ſome ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
And watch the haughty ſun retire 
Beneath his canopy of fire ; 
While flow the duſky clouds enfold 
Day's crimſon curtains fring'd with gold; 
And o'er the meadows faintly fly, 
Pale ſhadows of the purpling ſky: 
While lofty o'er the pearl-deck'd plain, 
Cold Dian leads the ſylvan train 
In mazy dance and ſportive glee, 
SWEET Mus, I'Il fondly turn to thee ; 
And thou ſhalt deck my couch with flow'rs, 
And wing with joy my ſilent hours. 


When 
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When ſleep, with downy hand, ſhall ſpread 
A wreath of poppies round my head : 
Then, Fancy, on her wing ſublime, 
Shall waft me to the ſacred clime, 

Where my enlighten'd ſenſe ſhall view 
Throꝰ either realms of azure hue, 

That flame, where SHAKESPEARE us'd to fill, 
With matchleſs fire his „“ golden quill,” 
While from its point bright genius caught 
The wit ſupreme, the glowing thought, 
The magic tone, that ſweetly hung 
About the muſic of his tongue. 

Then, will I ſkim the floating air, 

On a light couch of Goſſamer, 

While with my wonder-aching eye 

I contemplate the ſpangled ſky, 

And hear the vaulted roof repeat 

The ſong of inſpiration ſweet ; 

While round, the winged cherub train 
Shall iterate the aë ry ſtrain : 

Swift thro” my quiv'ring nerves ſhall float 
The tremours of each thrilling note; 
And every eager ſenſe confeſs 

Ecſtatic tranſport's wild exceſs: 

Till, waking from the glorious dream, 

I hail the morn's refulgent beam. 


ODE TO THE MUSE» 159 


— . ——.—. .. 


Dzax Maid! of ever varying mien 
Exulting, penſive, gay, ſerene, 
Now, in tranſcendent pathos dreſt, 
Now, gentle as the turtles breaſt ; 
Where'er thy feath'ry ſteps ſhall lead, 
To ſide- long hill, or flow'ry mead; 
To ſorrow's coldeſt, darkeſt cell, 
Or where by Cynthia's glimm'ring ray, 
The dapper faines friſk and play 
About ſome cowſlip's golden bell; 
And in their wanton frolic mirth, 
Pluck the young daiſies from the earth, 
To canopy their tiny heads, 
And decorate their verdant beds 
While to the graſs-hopper's ſhrill tune 
They quaff libations to the moon, 
From acorn goblets, amply filPd 
With dew, from op'ning flow'rs diſtill'd, 
Or when the lurid tempeſt pours 
From its dark urn, impetuous ſhow'rs, 
Or from its brows terrific frown, 
Hurls the pale murd'rous lightnings down, 
To thy enchanting breaſt I'll ſpring, | 
And ſhield me, with thy golden wing. 
Or when amidſt ethereal fire, 
Thou ſtrik'ſt thy DELLA CRugscan lyre, 
While 
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While round to catch the heavenly ſong 
Myriads of wond'ring ſeraphs throng ; 
Whether thy harp's empaſſion'd ſtrain 
Pours forth an Ovip's tender pain; 
Or in Pinparic flights ſublime, 
Re-echoes thro” the ſtarry clime ; 

Thee I'll adore ;z—tranſcendent gueſt ! 
And woo thee to my burning breaſt. 
But, if thy magic powers impart 

One ſoft ſenſation to the heart ; 

If thy warm precepts can diſpenſe 

One thrilling tranſport o'er the ſenſe ; 
Oh! keep thy gifts, and let me fly, 

Is ArArhx's cold arms to die. 
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Dax Siuox, the Lorps have been pleas'd to de- 
cide, 1 

That in popular clamour you ſhould not confide; 

This the MANAGERS think 1s provokingly odd, 

As the Voice of a Mob is the Voice of their God. 

When the CHANCELLOR ſtated the CourT's Reſo- 
lution, | 

That the Queſtion was foreign to this Proſecution, 

Fox roſe, and in paſſionate language lamented, 

That himſelf and his party were all diſcontented. 

His diſconſolate wailings I need not go o'er, 

As you've had them repeated ſo often before. 


When CHaRLEY had given full ſcope to his 
tongue, 
PLUMBOSO a ſecond time called upon YoUNG. 
He had ſcarce wiſh'd to aſk (for he wanted to know,) 
What Effects were obſery'd or expected to flow, 
Vor. IV. M From 
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From CULLIAN Sixc's and from KELLORAM'sS 
renting— | y 
When up ſtarted Law, for the ſake of diſſenting. 
This Law, I've obſerv'd, is a conſtant Diſſenter, 
And ſhould bear the nickname of the Queſtion Preven. 
ter. 
He declar'd that PLUMBOs0 was trying once more 
A proof which the Court had Njected before. 
In aid of ANSTRUTHER, and Law to oppoſe, 
A Trio of Heroes invincible roſe: 
CHARLES ſaid there was nothing unjuſt or abſurd 
In HasTINGs's changing the Rewenue Board ; 
That the A in itſelf might be proper and right, 
But the Mortives, perhaps, were not very upright, 
That the ManaGERs would be exceedingly glad, 
Could they make out a proof that his motives were 
bad ; | 
And therefore their Loxpsn1Ps muſt not think it 
ſtrange, 
If the Crime-hunting MANAGERS wander and range. 


In this way the Inwincibles argued and reaſon'd, 
- But their language, it ſeems, was not properly ſea- 
ſon d. 
When WyxDHAM, that Meraphyfician profound, 
Aroſe and obſer vd, they were trying the ground, 
And 
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And by tentative inflances making a trial \ 
To diſcover the grounds of their Lok DSRHITrs' denial. 
And having remark'd that the breaking of racks | 

Is perform'd by the quick repetition of knacks, } 

He repeated again all the ſayings of Fox. 

But in ſpite of their new metaphyſical dreſs, 

Old arguments faild of obtaining ſucceſs; 

For the CHANCELLOR ſaid, that the preſent gbiruſcon 
Came into the range of their former conclufion. 


Then Bukkt riſing up, began ringing the changes 
Upon Bombs, Shots and Shells, and their different 
ranges. 
His ſimilitudes pleaſantly RIES to ſhew, 
That in battering HAasTiNGs, their damnable foe, 


re The MAXAGERS ought not to narrow their plan, 
But enlarge and extend it as far as they can: 
it That all Laws of Evidence ſhould be aboliſh'd, 


Or ſuſpended at leaſt, till the Priſoner's demoliſh'd. 


Law roſe, and requeſted permiſſion to ſay, 
That *twere needleſs to anſwer, except for delay. 
Fox anſwer'd, and freely admitted *twere wrong 
That Has rixcs's Trial continued ſo long; 
The PuBLic, whoſe hearts are not iron and ſteel, 
For the ſufferings of HasTINGs now e feel. 
f M 2 . The 


And 
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The LoxDs and the Commons are ready to ſay, 
They ſincerely lament, and condemn the delay. 
*Tis uſual with thoſe who are broaching of lies 
To ſummon that Witneſs who ſeldom replies; 
So CHARLEs, who the general ſentiment knew 
With regard to delay, and to whom it is due, 
Repeatedly call'd upon Gop to attend, 


And to vouch for the truth of himſelf and his friend; 


To bear in perpetual remembrance, that they 
Were not inſtrumental in cauſing delay. 

But till this Appeal ſhall produce ſome effect, 
The people, I fear, will be apt to ſuſpect, 

That the reaſon of making divine invocation, 

Is becauſe there exiſts not a man in the Nation 
But looks on delay as an artful proviſion 

Againſt the effects of their LoRDsn1es'” deciſion, 


After arguments tedious, the Heroes withdraw 

Their Queſtion, without the deciſion of Law. 

As KELLORAM fail'd, the Invincibles bring 

A new Accuſation, about Govinp Sine, 

Whoſe pow'rs, they maintain'd, were ſo very ex- 
tenſive, 

That they truſted their LORDSHI S would deem it 
offenſive. | 

PLUMMY wanted to know, ſo he made a requeſt, 


To alk if the Natives were ever oppreſt. 
But 


But Law, who for ever objects to digreſſion, 

Would conſent to no Queſtion concerning Oppreſſion. 

He ſaid, as Oppreſſion was not in the Charge, 

On that *twere incompetent now to enlarge; 

Nor could words of Inference plac'd at the end, 

To ſubſtantive acts of Oppreſſion extend. 

But EDMUND and CHARLES, who at ſome little diſ- 
tance | | 

Heard the cry of diftreſs, fle to PLUMMY's aſſiſtance, 

And now was another Tongue Battle begun. 


BuRKE ſaid, that the tying of Father and Son 
Was a ſubſtantive act of Oppreſſion, and more 
Than an Inference ever admitted before. 
But CHARLES, who has often been known to con- 

tend | | 

For all manner of Rights as they anſwer his end; 
Who is one day for throwing a Monarchy down, 
And the next ſtanding up for the Rights of the Crown ; 
Who, we all well remember, not many months ſince 
Was the Advocate bold for the Rights of the PRINCE ; 
Who once call'd the People the Fountain, and then 
Plac'd the Fountain of Poauer in the Parliament Men ; 
Now ſays, that the Commons may juſtly diſpenſe 
With all Rules of Evidence, Reaſon and Senſe; 
That the Commons are Laymen, and not Men of Letters, 
Unus'd to be bound in Legality's Ferrers ; 
1 M 3 That 
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That proof by them offer'd ſhould ne'er be rejected, 

But thankfully taken, ahd highly reſpected; 

That the Commons of ENGLAND not being Lew 
| Readers, : 

Are not to be treated like Common Law Pleaders. 


To ſettle this Queſtion their LonxoDshirs with- 
draw, | 


And perhaps will refer it to Jucpss of Law. 


I have only to tell you, that Burke is ſo nettled 
By the manner in which the laſt Queſtion was ſettled, 
That he's gone back to thoſe who the Trial appointed, 
To complain that his Schemes are all crack'd and di/- 

joimed. FE 
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voLTAIRE. 


Si vous Vonlex qui faime encore, 
Rendez mii Page des amours ; 
Foignez Pil ſe peut Fanrore 

Au Crepuſcule de mes jours. 


Ms to Love's joys would you invite? 
Then ſhow me Love's forgotten way, 

Then join to the cold gloom of night 
Vivacious morning's glad'ning ray. 


From the gay. raptures of that ſcene, 
Where feſtive love prolongs the day, 

From Bacchus and the Cyprian Queen, 
Alas! Time beckons me away. * 


Since old, then let him make me ſage, 
And teach me well myfelf to know; 
Who joins the wings of Love to Age, 
Adds wretchedneſs to Age's woe. 


M 4 
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Let me quit youth's voluptuous plan, 
And Reaſon's dictates once believe; 
Two moments make the age of man 
One then to Wiſdom let me give. 


Yet art thou then for ever fled, 
Thou dear Deluſion's real joy! 
And flatt'ring Hope by Fancy fed, 
Free from the truths that Peace deſtroy. 


That twice we die too well I know, 
To teaſe to love and ceaſe to pleaſe ; 
This, this is death in all its woe 
To ceaſe to live is peace and eaſe. 


Twas thus in ſad reflection loſt, 

I linger d {till on Pleaſure's ground; * 
Still loath to quit the flow'ry coaſt, 

Tho' there, for me, no flow'r was found. 


When lo! with decent lovely mien, 
Soft Friendſhip caught my wand'ring ſight, 

She ſeem'd to vie with Beauty's Queen, 

And ſhone more placid, tho? leſs bright. 


- Ena- 
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Enamour'd with her modeſt grace, 

The beams of comfort o'er me ſhone, 
I follow'd her with willing pace, 

But ſigh'd to follow her alone. 
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To 


THE MEMORY 


or 
RICHARD BOYLE, EsQ 
'Who died at Brifton, October, 1788; 
By Mas. ROBINSON. 


Ir worn, too early to the grave conſign'd, 
Can claim the pitying tear, or touch the mind? 
If manly ſentiments, unſtain'd by art, 

Could waken FRIENDSHIP, or delight the heart? 
Ill-fated youth! to THEE the muſe ſhall pay 
The laſt ſad tribute of a mournful lay: 

On thy lone grave ſhall May's ſoft dews be ſhed, 
And faireſt flow'rets bloſſom o'er thy head; 

The drooping lily, and the ſnow-drop pale, 
Mingling their fragrant leaves, ſhall there recline, 
While CnER Us hov'ring on th'etherial gale, 
Shall chaunt a requiem o'er the hallow'd ſhrine. 
And if REFLECT1ON's piercing eye ſhould ſcan, 

The trivial frailties of imperfect Max; 


If 
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If in thy generous heart thoſe paſſions dwelt, 
Which all ſhould own,—and all that live, have felt; 
Yet, was thy poliſh'd mind, ſo pure, ſo brave, 
The young admir'd thee,—and the old forgave. 
No ſordid vice, no mean inſidious art, 

Eer dimm'd the luſtre of thy glowing heart, 
And when ſtern Fa rx, with ruthleſs rancour preſs'd 
Thy with'ring graces to her flinty breaſt, | 
Bright Jus ric darted from her bleſs'd abode, 
And bore thy Vixruzs to the throne of Gop; 
While cold OBL1v1oN ſtealing o'er thy mind, 
Each youthful folly to the grave conſign'd. 


O, if thy purer ſpirit deigns to know 
Each thought, that paſſes in this vale of woe, 
Accept the incenſe of a tender tear, 
By PiTY wafted on a ſigh ſincere. 
And if the weeping Musx a wreath cou'd give, 
To grace thy tomb, and bid thy VI rurs live; 
Then, WEALTH ſhould bluſh, the gilded maſk to 
| wear, | 
And AyvaRiCE ſhrink, the victim of Despark ;— 
While Gzntvs, bending o'er thy fable bier, 
Should mourn her darling Sox with many a tear; 
While in Her penſive form, the world ſhould view, 
The onLY PARENT, that thy soRROWS knew.— 


— 
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SIMKIN 1x LONDON, 
TO HIS 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


Mr ſilence, Dear BROTHER, you muſt not aſcribe 

To my want of attention, or taking a bribe ; 

For though to the HALL I've paid conſtant attention, 

I have heard nothing lately deſerving of mention: 

Een EDMUND, great EDMUND, began to deſpair, 

As the JuDGEs, be thinks, have decided unfair; 

Theſe grave formal Gentlemen can't be perſuaded 

To admit of formality's being invaded ; 

They tell us, that even in HasTinGs's cauſe, 

Reſpect ſhould be paid to old cuſtoms and laws ; 

And that, whether the PRISs'NER's condemn'd or 

acquitted, 

No illegal evidence ſhould be admitted. 

Mean time the fine ORaToR's daily complaining, 

Of neceſſity urgent, for twiſting and ſtraining; 

Nor can he believe that the law is ſo brittle, 

As not to allow of its tauiſting a little ; 

And indeed, my-Dear BROTHER, with grief I ob- 

ſerve, . Fa 

Thoſe inflexible men never vary or ſwerve: 

| I've 
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I've read how the feelings of HEC ro diſtreſt 
Awaken'd ſoft pity in JuerTeR's breaſt; 

How the Son of old TELAaMoN miſs'd of his mark, 
When he hurPd at the TRoJAaNns his ſpear in the dark; 
How he pray'd to the God for renewal of light, 

His petition was heard, and be conquer d in fight : 

But the JupGEs unmov'd, ſee the ORaToR blunder 
They are equally deaf to their whiſper and thunder ; 
That is, without pity they ſee him deſpond, 

And, remorſeleſs, prohibit his going beyond 

The immoveable line they think proper to draw, 
According to RULE, JURISPRUDENCE, and Law. 


Thus fetter'd and hamper'd, I can't but admire 
The ORATOR's ſtrength, perſeverance, and fire, 
When in this metaphyſical manner of ſpeaking, 

He ſaid, though his veſſel was bulging and leaking, 

Nay more, notwithſtanding he could not help think- 
ing 

The whole FLEET of IMPEACHMENT in danger of fink- 
ing, | 

He would not quit his ſbip, howe*er crazy or crank, 

But, like Captain Riou, would fit on a plank; 

And for this, t'other day, to the Hovuse he 1eturn'd, 

Where his want of ſucceſs he lamented and mourn'd; 

Then, to cheer up his men, he aroſe in his place, 

And ſung them a Stanza from old Cazvy CHACE. 

On 
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On their Lozxpsn1es, in verſe, he intreated God's 
bleſſing, | a 
Whilſt he read them, in proſe, upon patience a leſſon, 


When the HRO had clos'd his deplorable ditty, 
He ſaid that three parts were objects of pity ; 
And that, though three ſeſſions already had run, 
Since the glorious Impeachment of HasTinGs begun, 
The number of hours he preciſely had counted, 
To One Hundred and Eighty and Nine, they amoun- 

ed, 

Which being divided by Manxactrs twenty, 
Gave none of them reaſon to boaſt of a plenty; 
The public, he ſaid, without reaſon complain'd, 
That to anſwer no purpoſe, their pockets are drain'd ; 
And whilft they repine at conſumption of wealth, 
Warren Hasrixes laments the decline of his bealth ; 
That his burt conflitution he wants to repair, 
By going abroad, or by changing the air; 
But EpMmunD ſuppoſes the place where he dwells, 
Or BAC NO, or TUNBRIDGE, or ſome other Wells, 
Might ferve for the preſent his health to reſtore. 
And enable his ſpirits 70 ſuffer much more. 
Then he ſaid, tho' the militant ManaceR's toils 
Had ne'er been rewarded by honours or ſpoils, 
Tho? difgrace had attended himſelf and his hoſt, 
They were pity d the leaft, yet deſery'd it the moſt. 


* 
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He clos'd with a Motion, for further extenſion 
Of Power, and the Houss has increaſed its dimen 
ſion, ; 


And now of ſucceſs he increaſes the hope, 
From this beneficial enlargement of ſcope ; 


From enlargement of ſcope comes enlargement of fun, 

As all his outdoings will now be outdone 

Tho? there's an old Proverb now laid on the ſhelf, 

Which ſays, „Give him Rope, and a man hangs 
« himſelf !* | 
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To 


A BEE. 


SweerT, gentle Bee, through nature flying, 
Should you behold the maid I love, 

Steal to her breaſt, and, fondly ſighing, 

. - Taſte what I cannot—dare not—prove. 
Catch, in the flutt'ring of thy pinion, 
Sighs which are breath'd for her alone : 

Say, that, preferring her dominion, 
Love on my heart has fix'd his throne. 


Should ſhe, regardleſs of her lover, 
Smile on the flatt'ring circle round, 
And, by her looks, a joy diſcover, 
When in her ear their praiſes ſound, 
Riſe on thy wings, in pity to me; 
Hum round the dear deluded maid ; 
Break by thy noiſe what muſt undo me; 
Stifle each ſentence Falſhood made. 


Still, if enſnar'd by giddy faſhion, 
Spite of thy care and buzzing wing, 
Strangers encroach upon my paſſion, 


Perch on her lip, and whet thy ſting; 
| Guard, 
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Guard, if thou can'ſt, the balmy treaſure, 
Which to thoſe lips the Loves impart: 
Puniſh each wretch with vengeful pleaſure; 

Teach him to treſpaſs on my heart. 


OROONOKO. 
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THE BEE. 


Go, idle Bee! th*'ungen*rous taſk reſign, 
„ Riſe on thy wings,” and ſpeed thee far away; 
Go, tell thy jealuus Maſter, truth Iixe mine, 
Rejects the doubts, his cautious fears betray.— 
Yet e' er from hence thou bend'ſt thine airy flight, 
When mix'd in faſhion's gay, fantaſtic round, 
Mark, if “the flattering Circle” gives delight, 
When in my liſt'ning ear “their praiſes ſound.” 


With jealous fear, mark, if my ſwimming eyes 
One ray of conſcious pleaſure ſeem to ſpeak : 
Or if the timid bluſh of ſoft ſurprize, 
With chaſten'd rapture, mantles o'er my cheek.— 
Tell him, the eye that ſeeks for one alone, 
For fancied wrongs, ſheds no repining tears, 
Nor can the heart, where Love has © fix'd histhrone,” 
Be chill'd by abſence, or ungen'rous fears. 


But tenderneſs is never ſo expreſs'd, 
Nor from complaining ſeeks to gain relief, 
For true affection, when by walls oppreſs'd, 
Conceals the ſighs that might betray its grief. 
| Tell 
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Tell him, what deep regret that heart muſt prove; 
Tell him in death, the only balm is found, 


When with unerring ſkill, the hand we love, 
By cold ſuſpicion dares inflict the wound. 


IMOINDA., 
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SIMKIN ix LONDON, 


To HIS 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


Tuis Day the great HEROES went on, as before, 

In adduction of proof, ſo they called upon Moore. 

Next, HARwWoop was aſk'd, whether in his opinion 

A Council PRovinCIAL was fit for dominion ? 

Which queſtion muſt mean, if in HARwoop's be- 
lief 

He himſelf was a competent Revenue Chief ? 

The anſwer came out, as might well be expected, 

That his merit was great and ſhould not be neglected. 

The anſwerer ſaid, he a paper would read, 

To ſhew HasTiNGs's ſyſtem was wicked indeed; 

That the HousE was not bolted ſo very ſecure, 

As to hinder oppreſſion from ent' ring the door. 

The paper was read, and it tended to ſhow, 

That DeBy, whoſe ſtory you perfectly know, 

According to HasTiNGS's written confeſſion, 


Might paſpbly fin, and conceal the tranſgreſſion. 


PLUM- 
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PLUMBOSO next ſaid, he was going to ſtate 
The tranſgreſſions of Dr, enormouſly great; 
But Law, whom repeated experience has taught, 
That flerility's never a Manager's fault; 
That when they perceive their own evidence failing, 
Supply the defect by invention and railing— 
Objected thereto, unleſs PLUMMY could ſhow him, 
That the Epiſode made any part of the Poem. 


Then EpMunD, who's always at hand to aſſiſt, 

When HasTinGs's Counſellors enter the lift, 

Who is always prepar'd to renew the attack, 

When the leaden-arm'dPLUMMY is forc'd to give back; 

Like DioMED, clad in an armour of braſs, | 

Oppog'd his trim breaſt, and diſputed be paſs. 

When the conteſt was ended, their LoxDsn1ePs with. 
drew, 

To reſolve to which party the vitory's due. 

They return'd, and declar'd, twere improper ts 
bring, | 

Or renew the old flory about DeBy SING; 

Then EpmvuND, apparently much diſcontented, 

Exclaim'd, and their LoxDsHies deciſion lamented | 

He ſaid, that altho' Warren HasTINGS, *tis true, 

With the actions of DeBy has nothing to do; 

Tho? even by us 'tis no longer diſputed, 

That another man's crimes ſhould to him be imputed ; 

Tho! 
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Tho directly at him we can't poſſibly ſtrike, 
Yet it is our intention to wound him oblique. 


You remember, my LoxDs, when I firſt laid be- 
fore ye, 
In my opening oration, this horrible flory, 
I made it as g/oomy and black as I cou'd, 
And the audience allow'd that the painting was good ; 
Some Ladies, of very bigb rank, were affected, 
Your LoxDsHirs were hurt, and the country de- 
jected ; 

And now, with permiſſion, as PLUM x has ſtated, 
The ſtory by him ſhall again be related, 


Here Law, who on EDMUND ſtill fixes his eye, 
Aroſe in his place, with intent to reply, 
When one of the NoBLEs, who thinks alteration 
Of very ſmall ſervice to inveſtigation, 
Call'd EDMUND to order] and ſaid, 'twere in vain, 
Of the CovukT's Reſolution for him to complain: 
That whether the ſtory was groundleſs or true, 
And whether 'twere DEB T's or HAS TIN Gs's due, 
*Twere incompetent now upon that to enlarge, 
As nothing thereof could be found in the charge. : 
This keen obſervation, more pointed than ſteel, 
Through the Armour of Braſs made the OgaTOR feel; 
He 
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He ſaid, The firſt CHaRacTER England could 
« boaſt 


&« For juſtice, deſervedly valued the moſt, 

4 Had declar'd, that unleſs I ſhall make it appear, 

6 That the ſtory of DEB is founded and clear; 

«© That from HAasTINGs the maſs of iniquity ſprung, - 

& [I ought to be damn'd for my flanderous tongue: 

%% And now we are proving the things DER did, 

«© To proceed with our ae by the Court we're 
&« forbid; 

« And HasSTINGs, who bully'd us once with denial, 

« Of guilt is alarm'd, and now ſhrinks from the 
r 


Law heard, and indignantly caſting his eye 
On EpMuNnD, made this moſt provoking reply: 
«© So diſtant, My Lops, is my client from ſbrinking 
*« From trial, ſo little in danger of finking, 
4% That what of the Commons he once did implore, 
«© Of the MANaGERs now he ſolicits once more. 
« My CIIENTr, indeed, will rejoice and be glad, 
« If the Max ACERS now will an ARTICLE add.— 
If the MaNaGeRs now will an Article frame, 
« My CLIENT is ready to anſwer the ſame ; 
“And if he diſproves not the whole they have ſaid, 
Let vengeance perpetual fall on his head: 
| «« But, 
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„ But, My Loxps, this great Champion nom hec- 
6c tors and ſwaggers, 

In a way that is uſual with Bullies and FOO ob 

« A Challenge they gave, but ſo cunningly make it, 

6 That they know *tis impoſſible HasTiINGs ſhould 
ke it; 

« Foreſeeing their danger, they carefully ſbun 

«© The way it might yet be ſucceſsfully done. 


While Law was pronouncing this daring ORA TION, 
I obſerv'd EpMunp's viſage in vaſt agitation ; 
He ſeem'd to be ſinking with horrors and woes, 
And the Sole was often applied 10 his noſe ; . * 
The ManaceRs all appear'd ſadly perplext, 
Not knowing what progf they ſbou'd offer the niet; 
They had ſcarcely recover'd their fright an confu- 

__ \ | 

When the buſineſs of yeſterday came to:concluſion. 
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ADDRESS 
Written for 
MRS. BELLAMY, 
BY 


E. TOPHAM, Es a. 90 


On her appearance at Drury Lane for her Benefit. 


Wirz trembling ſteps and flow I take my ſtand, 
To pay the homage you may well command : 

—e ſtage-worn HEROINE in me you view, * 
Chi 1 of misfortune and miſconduct too 

Who had ſhe but poſſeſs'd that prudent art, 

Which governs by Arithmeric—the heart; 

That feels for ſelf—and not another's grief— 

This day ſhe had not fought your kind relief, 

But in ſome calm retreat had paſs'd her age, 

Nor “ fretted her laſt hour upon the ſtage.” 


On theſe known boards and on this long-left ſcene, 
Humbled as now I am—the time has been 
When theſe poor talents have engag'd applauſe, 
And SHAKESPEARE'S Juliet pleaded in my cauſe, 

Vol. IV. O0 —A fainter 
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A fainter ſtar in the theatric ſky— 
When C1BBER and HER GARRICK blaz'd on high, 


With humbler powers MYSELF and Barky ſtrove 


To gain the palm of tragedy and love: 
Cloſe by our PREMIER we the queſtion tried, 
And ſome majorities have grac'd our fide. 


But theſe ſhort boaſts and little glories paſt, 
To © this complection am I come at laſt.” 


Ye gentle fair—who grace each ſplendid row 
To lend that aid the good can only know, 
Feel for the weakneſs youth and praiſe inſpir'd 
And learn how fatal tis to be admir d 


Feel for the dangers which ſurround the ſtage, 


And let not youthful follies—marr my age. 


Oh! could I more—but may your virtuous deed 
Pluck from my pillow all the thorns of need, 
May you be bleft yourſelves in what you gave, 
And feel the tranſports which you felt—to fave. 


N. B. The Lady was unable to ſpeak this Addreſs. She 
only appeared on the Stage, and Miss FARREN kindly gave 


her that aid in another Addreſs, which ſhe was unable to give 
herſelf in this. | 


THE END. 


